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HOME FOR CHRISTMAS
No matter how hard he tried, Hunter couldn't get the image of her out of his head. He knew he was only fooling himself, having tried to purge himself of those thoughts for years now, but to no avail. He knew in his gut, and in his heart, that it wasn't going to happen—not now, not ever.
Flicking the turn signal to the right, he accelerated around the curving on-ramp until he merged into the traffic streaming south onto interstate 405, the multi-lane highway taking him on a straight shot south from LA to home, to San Diego. He was surprised there was this much traffic but, then again, it was Christmas Eve.
Where are all you fuckers going? Hunter thought to himself as he checked his mirror and moved into the next lane, his foot pressing down on the accelerator. He was ahead of schedule, but he still liked to press it a bit on the interstate, loving the feel of the powerful engine of his re-tooled '73 Mustang beneath him. Everybody else was running over the speed limit, so he didn't feel too guilty being one of the pack, for now anyway. If the traffic ever thinned out and he had a chance at some clear sailing, he'd let the Mustang stretch her legs for a bit, make up a little time.
Yes, if he did that, he was going to be home that much earlier than he'd told his mother. When he'd last spoken with her a few days ago, he told her he'd be leaving Stanford first thing in the morning on Christmas Eve. He'd been stuck at school working to get ahead on next semester's major project, while awaiting an important interview. While most of his classmates in the architecture program had cleared out, Hunter had reluctantly stayed behind. He'd been trying to set up an interview for a possible interning job for the next term, and the main partner in the leading architectural firm in the area could only meet with him late in the afternoon of the 23rd. That kind of fucked up his plans to get home early for Christmas, but what the hell could he do. He wanted that interning job bad. People would give their eye teeth to get a position with that firm.
He was thrilled when just the day before, the partner's assistant called and asked if he was able to come first thing in the morning on the 23rd instead of late in the day. It ended up the partner wanted to get away for the Christmas break just as badly. So Hunter had hopped on it.
He showed up in his best suit, portfolio under his arm and flash drive in his pocket. The interview had gone better than he'd expected, especially after he and the interviewing partner found out they were both Steelers fans. Living on the west coast, it certainly wasn't every day that you ran into a fellow waver of the 'Terrible Towels'. The guy was impressed by Hunter's sketches and design drawings. Hunter left the interview feeling optimistic. He knew the partner wouldn't be able to promise him anything on the spot, but that the wink the man gave him when they shook hands told Hunter what he needed to know. He felt like he was walking on air when he left the building.
The timing had worked out great. Rather than face the gruelling eight hour drive the next day, he decided to break it in two. He had a good friend in LA who could put him up for the night, and then make the final dash home the next morning.
He'd called Rob, who was only too anxious to see his buddy. Hunter packed his things for the break, including what he now called his 'lucky suit', the trim-fitting navy one he'd worn for the interview. He knew he'd need it. It had become a family tradition to get dressed up and go out for a fancy dinner on Christmas Eve, something his mother loved to do. So, off he went to Rob's in Los Angeles, the Mustang purring like a kitten the whole way. They spent the night watching some sports on TV, scarfing down some pizza, and quaffing a couple of ales. Hunter stopped at two, not being a big drinker by nature, and wanting to make sure he wasn't hung over the next day. He was anxious to get home early and surprise his mother, and make the whole day perfect for her.
And that's who he'd been thinking about as he'd pulled onto the interstate—his mother—his drop dead gorgeous, smoking hot mother, Tara. Yes, he tried to get those lurid thoughts of her out of his head, as he always did, but it was useless to even try. He knew there was no way he could ever look at her without thinking of putting her on her back, her legs in the air and spread wide to each side, the succulent peach of her pussy dripping with her running juices as he fed inch after inch of his rock-hard cock deep into her.
See, he thought to himself, there you go again. His cock was stiffening beneath his jeans, and as if by osmosis, the blood seemed to flow right down his leg to his foot, causing him to speed up even more. He mentally forced himself to slow down, knowing the cops would be only too happy to slap a speeding ticket on a young guy in a nice car. And he didn't want to show up at home with that under his belt.
Speaking of under his belt, as he forced himself to slow down a bit, he reached down to the inside of his pant leg and adjusted his semi-rigid prick, trying to make things a bit more comfortable down there. When you were blessed with a cock the size of Hunter's, comfort didn't come easy when you were packing something that would extend to close to eleven inches when fully erect, not to mention the pair of lemon-sized balls full of spunk dangling between his legs.
He was anxious to get home and hopefully relieve some of the tension he was feeling down in those boys. He'd been working feverishly on his schoolwork, with not a lot of playtime, or successful playtime anyway. Hunter was a handsome young man, a couple of inches over six feet tall with a body that was well-toned from swimming and working out regularly. His shock of wavy dark hair, pronounced cheekbones, full sensuous lips, and steel-gray eyes made many girls' hearts flutter. And not just girls, women too found him compellingly attractive.
Hunter was by no means a virgin, having bedded a number of girls, well, women mostly. The trouble was that slumbering monster lying between his legs. Most girls his own age--although word about his prodigious endowment got around school years ago and piqued the curiosity of many—absolutely shrunk in fear once they actually saw it. Yes, they were always interested at first, but once they had his pants undone and that rearing cobra sprang up ready for action, well, most of the time all he ended up getting was a handjob, or maybe a bit of head. Most girls had a hard time just spreading their jaws open far enough to fit his blunt-ended weapon into their mouths, let alone know what to do with it once they got it there.
No, that's why Hunter had been much more successful with older women—women his mother's age. Most women that age knew how to handle a big cock, or at least they were willing to give it all they had trying. Like his Urban Planning professor he had this year. She'd told him she'd just turned 50, thirty years older than him. But he didn't mind; those big tits, juicy pussy, and hot sucking lips of hers made for a pleasant weekend while her husband was out of town. They'd hooked up a few more times over the last term, whenever her husband had to travel, or just when she was so horny that she had to rent a hotel room for the day. Hunter was thrilled that she was always eager to take as many loads as he could give her, in all three of her hot slippery holes. Each one of their illicit rendezvous ended up with her walking like a cowboy for a week, with each needy orifice dripping with cum.
Hunter thought she was much like Mrs. Sutton that way. Jean Sutton, one of his mother's best friends who lived just a few doors down the street. She went by 'Jean', but Hunter always thought of her as 'Mrs. Sutton', ever since she took his virginity a few years back. He was often over there after that, supposedly doing chores, while in reality Mrs. Sutton would usually be face down on her marital bed while her husband was at work or out golfing, Hunter's massive cock thrusting deep into her steaming bowels—her orifice of choice for a good hard fucking.
Those were just two of the many older women who Hunter had bedded, burying his long thick pipe deep inside their willing trenches. And with the way his itchy balls felt right now, full and needing to be drained, he was looking forward to seeing Mrs. Sutton at least a few times over the holidays, if not some of the other MILFs he'd regularly fucked when he'd lived at home.
But none of them, not a single one, no matter how pretty, how sexy, how willing—not one of them could hold a candle to his mother. Hunter couldn't get over how incredibly beautiful she was, and how sexier she seemed to get as she got older. At 42 years of age, his mother Tara was definitely in her prime. She was of medium height, with a curvy hourglass figure that drew any man's eyes like a magnet. Those wide motherly hips and big round ass were something that dreams were made of, a backside you could picture bouncing on a bed all night long, but it was that spectacular set of voluminous breasts that made most men do a double-take. Hunter had been raiding his mother's laundry basket for years now, using her soiled panties and bras to fuel his jerkoff fantasies. It set his libido on fire every time he laid out one of her sexy bras on his bed and whipped out his cock, his eyes always searching out the tiny little label, the blood flowing right to his midsection as he focused on the size: 34F. Yes, they were that fucking big, and even though his mother needed substantial underwire support in those garments, she always seemed to find sexy satin and lace ones in a myriad of colors. Those bras and matching panties were quick to set Hunter's teeth on edge as he pumped out load after load while running his fingers over the sexy garments, or holding them pressed to his face, breathing in his mother's intoxicating scent.
Combine that killer body with the glamorous face of a movie star, with fiery sapphire-blue eyes and long, honey-blonde hair that framed her face like an angel, well, Hunter couldn't think of any woman more attractive, more glamorous, or cock-hardeningly sexy. Yes, his mother Tara was the woman who was front and centre in every fantasy he had. He couldn't even count the number of times he'd jerked off thinking about driving his huge cock deep into all three of her hot mature holes, filling her with load after load of cum until the stuff was just running out of her, her pretty face and massive breasts absolutely swimming with a shimmering coating of jizz. No others could ever take her place.
As the Mustang ate up the miles on the interstate, Hunter found his stiffening prick needed adjusting again, those thoughts of his mother making that slumbering cock try to stand up and salute. He couldn't wait to see her again, if only just to bask in her beauty, which he figured was as good as it was ever going to get. Sadly, that was all he could do, as much as he wished for more.
He reached down and cranked up the radio, trying to take his mind of those lurid fantasies, which he knew were always lurking in his perverted brain, as much as he tried to subdue them. With the window open and the warm California air flowing over him like a comforting cloak, he pressed on the accelerator, anxious to get home.
*
A few minutes before noon, Hunter swung his car into the driveway and shut it down. The midday sun lit up the house, a large two-storey Mission-style home in an upscale neighbourhood. His father had done well as an executive in the aerospace industry, and the family lived quite a comfortable existence, as did all the residents in this somewhat elite neighbourhood.
Hunter quietly closed the door to the car and used his key to open the front door as softly as he could, wanting to surprise his mother with his early arrival. He was surprised to hear nothing after entering the house. He had expected the sound of the usual Christmas carols that his mother liked to play at this time of year resonating throughout the house. But there was no sound at all; everything was quiet as a tomb. He made his way through the kitchen and opened the door to the garage. Hmm, I wonder what's going on? he asked himself after spotting both of his parents' cars in their usual spots. He'd expected that his father's car might not be there, but with both cars sitting there, he wondered where his mother was. Returning to the house, he was just about to check the back yard to see if she was out by the pool. As he moved towards the large set of patio doors, he heard a low moaning sound from above. He stopped in his tracks, his eyes racing up the curving staircase to the second floor.
"Ohhnnn..." Another soft groan followed, the muffled sound drifting down the staircase. He could tell instinctively that it wasn't a moan of pain, that much he could tell right away. He'd been with enough women in his life to know what that sound was all about. Were his parents upstairs making love? No, they couldn't be. He knew from his phone call earlier in the week that his father had gone to Boston for a few days for a business meeting. He wasn't due home until later this afternoon as well. As another moan filtered down from above, Hunter's mind started racing...did his mother have a lover? He shook that off, knowing his mind was playing tricks on him. He couldn't see it. The logical answer was that either his father had come home early, or...or his mother was up there on her own. And he knew what that meant.
With his curiosity piqued, he slowly made his way up the stairs and crept closer to her room. He saw that the large pair of French doors was partially open, just a few inches, but he could clearly hear another moan and erotic whimper come from inside the room. He stood against the closed door and edged over towards the opening. He was just about to peer around when he stopped dead in his tracks, his mother's words clear as a bell from inside the room, "Oh Hunter, you're so big...so fucking big."
Shocked at hearing his own name, he was initially frightened at the thought of looking at what he might see inside that room. Did his mother have a lover with the same name as him? Steeling himself at the thought, he had to know. He slid his feet sideways, his eye making its way past the edge of the door.
FUCK ME! The thought rocketed through his head as the sight before him left him breathless, his heart starting to race in his chest. His mother was lying back on her king-sized bed, the covers pushed down to the bottom. Much to his relief, she was alone. But what she was wearing and doing had his mind racing with excitement. She was lying on her back, her head perched up on a stack of pillows, swirls of lustrous blonde hair splayed out beneath her head. Her legs were spread out wide, one hand between her legs and her other hand cupping one enormous breast. She had on a shiny satin chemise in brilliant white with black lace trim, the white satin so bright as to look almost silver in the sunlight streaming in from the uncovered windows. Triangular pieces of fabric barely covered her sizable breasts, the protruding buds of her erect nipples standing up distinctly, which he could see even from this distance. Fuck, those nipples are huge, Hunter thought to himself as his eyes raked down over body. The chemise would have gone down past her pussy, but right now, the lacy edge of the bottom was pushed up near her midsection, leaving her totally exposed to his hungry gaze.
Hunter's eyes zeroed in on the juncture between his mother's splayed thighs. He could see that she was totally clean-shaven, her flushed mound an alluringly vivid pink and glistening with her juices. Even from his vantage point at the door, he could make out the fiery bud of her clit at the apex of her slit, the protruding button almost calling out to him like a beacon. Her pussy looked...in a word...perfect.
But it was what she was doing that really caught Hunter's eye. While she squeezed and fondled one big breast, the other hand between her legs was just as busy, moving a large flesh-colored dildo back and forth.
"That's it baby, that's it," Hunter heard her moan as his eyes flicked instantly back to hers, which were closed tightly, her face a mask of pure wanton lust. "Put it nice and deep in Mommy, nice and deep, give me every last inch."
Hunter's eyes flew wide open for a second time as he drew back to steady himself. He'd just caught his mother masturbating, and now, his ears hadn't deceived him a second time—she was clearly pleasuring herself while thinking about him! He took a deep breath to try and calm his racing heart, but it was hopeless. He had to...he had to see more.
He peered around the corner once again, just in time to see his mother shift up slightly on the bed. As she did, she withdrew the dildo from between her legs, making Hunter almost gasp out loud. His eyes focused in on the lifelike dildo she held in her hand, his breath coming in rapid starts. He'd never seen a dildo like that in his entire life. He'd seen that it was flesh toned, but now he was able to see it in all its glory. It was actually a double-ended dildo made out of a soft rubbery material, but while he'd expected to see a cock-like knob at each end, this one was completely different. One end was formed into the shape of an extremely lifelike hand, with the palm cupped and the thumb and fingers pointing forwards, just like a real hand. The other end was similar, but with the hand closed into a tight fist. Between the two ends was a thick column of beige veiny rubber, the whole thing glistening lewdly with a shiny coating of his mother's warm cunt-honey.
Fuck me, Hunter said to himself as he looked at the wicked toy. As he watched, his mother shifted her backside about restlessly, tilting her pelvis up and spreading her legs even wider, her knees pulled well up. Hunter looked down at the sweet pink pucker of her rosehole, the tight little aperture seeming to wink at him knowingly. His mother reached down with her other hand and fit the cupped hand with the fingers pointed forward between the slick lips of her dripping cunt. She slid it in slowly, until her fleshy pussy lips closed around the wrist of the buried hand. She then moved her hand down to the other end of the dildo, fitting the shiny closed fist against her bumhole, the whole area glistening with her juices, or lube, or probably both, Hunter thought. She started to press it into herself, wriggling her hips as the rubber fist stretched her tight sphincter almost to the tearing point before it slipped inside. With both ends of the dildo securely inside her, she kept hold of the bent rubber shaft in one hand while her other hand came back to her chest. Hunter watched, mesmerized, as his mother drew one massive breast out of the top of her chemise and brought it to her mouth, her lips clamping down on the stiff nipple.
"Mmmm..." She let out a loud purr as she suckled at the stiff bud, her other hand now moving the dildo in and out of her clutching holes.
Hunter stood there riveted, unable to move even if he wanted to, his cock hard as an iron bar beneath his jeans.
His mother sucked hard at her nipple before releasing it, the pulled pink bud coming out of her mouth with a wet sucking sound. "Oh yeah, that's it, Hunter. Put that big cock of yours deep into Mommy. Any hole you want. Just let me have it all. Fuck me, baby, fuck Mommy good and hard."
Is was all Hunter could do not to come in his pants as he watched the erotic act taking place such a short distance away. His mother was sucking on her other breast now, the first one she'd already worked on now covering the whole of one side of her chest, the reddened nipple she'd teased with her lips glistening with her saliva and pointing right at Hunter. Her arm was moving vigorously between her legs, her feet pressed hard into the mattress as her hips flexed up and down, the two ends of the dildo plundering her seeping holes.
"Fuck, baby...you're gonna make Mommy come," she gasped out as she let the swollen nipple slip out of her sucking lips. "Deeper, baby...harder...give it to me...fill Mommy up with that cum of yours."
Hunter's heart was pounding like a jackhammer as he watched his mother's hips buck up savagely against her pistoning hand, the two ends of the dildo driven deep inside her needy body.
"OH FUCK, BABY...YES...YES...FUCK MOMMY HARD...YESSSSSSSS!"
Hunter could only stand there, gasping as he watched his mother's body start to shake and convulse as a massive climax ripped through her. Her shapely hourglass figure was trembling and quivering as wave after wave of blissful delight coursed through her. Her head was thrown back into the pillows and her eyes remained closed as she rode out her orgasm, her hand continuing to move the dildo in and out of her clutching holes. He watched as her huge naked breasts, spit-covered and now totally spread out over the full breadth of her chest, jiggled and wobbled enticingly as her body shook, her release continuing for a long time before the luxurious sensations finally started to ebb away.
When her quivering started to slow, Hunter drew back, but just couldn't stop looking while she drew in deep breaths of air as she recovered. Still spellbound, he watched as she slowly withdrew both ends of the bizarre dildo from inside her, each end coming out with a nasty sucking sound and dripping with her juices.
"C'mere, baby, let Mommy lick you clean," he heard her say as she brought the glistening toy to her mouth. Her lips opened and she slid the pointed finger end into her mouth first, her lips closing down and her eyes hooded in bliss as she licked and sucked the creamy cunt-honey off the toy.
"Mmmm, we taste so good together, baby," she muttered as she turned the dildo around and brought the fisted end to her mouth. "I love when my boy fucks Mommy in the ass. You're so big, and go so deep. I love it."
Hunter gasped as she licked at the shiny rubber fist, soft moans of blissful pleasure emanating from deep in her throat. As he watched her tongue run all over the glistening toy, he realized that he was on the verge of being discovered. Shaking his head to clear his thoughts, he stealthily moved to the side and then back. He turned and leaned against the stairwell handrail for a few seconds, trying to gather his thoughts. He felt dizzy thinking about what he'd just witnessed, but the rock-hard cock pressing against the front of his jeans told him that it was real. He turned and looked back at the bedroom door, hoping his mother hadn't heard him when he'd moved. The one thing he knew was that he had to get out of there. His mother would be mortified if she knew he'd been spying on her.
Holding onto the handrail to steady himself, he stole quietly down the stairs and made his way out of the house as quietly as he could. He got into his car, put it into neutral and let the gentle slope of the driveway ease him back out onto the street. He started the car as quietly as possible and drove away, his brain swirling. He drove to a park a short distance away and parked, unable to even move.
"Holy fuck," he said out loud, smashing his fists on the steering wheel. "What the fuck am I going to do now?" His cock was still throbbing like crazy, wanting attention. But a lot of 'what ifs' started ping-ponging this way and that in his brain. 'What if Mom wants me as badly as I want her?'... 'What if I really had a chance to fuck her? Was she really calling out my name when she came like a fucking tsunami?'
Those thoughts and more caused him to sit there and think about what had just happened. He was thrilled by all of it, as totally un-fucking-real as it was. And fuck, yes, his mother looked absolutely breathtaking coming like that, her lush curvy body flexing and shaking like a wild thing. It was, without a doubt, the hottest thing he had ever seen. Hunter had watched a lot of porn in his time, and nothing came close to the show his mother had just put on in front of him. But now, what to do...what to fucking do?!?!
He took a number of deep breaths, willing himself, and his cock, to calm down. He was so near the edge that he could have whipped out his prick and whipped off a load in seconds flat, but...based on what he'd just seen, and the infinitesimal possibility of...fuck, just in that miniscule case, this was no time to undo his pants and play tug of war with the cyclops.
He got out of the car, leaned against the roof and took a few more deep breaths. He strode off at a quick pace, did a couple of laps around the park, before finally deciding what to do. He pulled out his phone. On the second ring, she answered.
"Hi baby."
Just the sweet sound of his mother's voice sent a pang of need right back to his prick. "Hi, Mom."
"Where are you? I didn't expect to hear from you for a few hours yet."
"The interview got moved up yesterday so I was able to get away earlier than I expected. I drove to LA and stayed with Rob last night. I left his place a short time ago and now I just made a pit stop and grabbed something to drink. I'm only about a half hour away. I figured I'd give you a call and let you know."
"Oh honey, that's wonderful!" Hunter could hear the pure joy in her voice.
"What time is Dad due to get in?"
"He was supposed to get in at 4:45 but he just called a few minutes ago. His flight's been delayed an hour. I guess they're getting a bit of a storm."
Now, wouldn't that be something, Hunter thought to himself. "Okay, hopefully it works out okay for him. All right, I'm going to get back in the car now. I'll see you shortly. Do you need anything?"
"Just you, baby. Get home as soon as you can. I've missed you so much."
Hunter could hear the emotion in his mother's voice and having seen what he'd witnessed just a short time ago, her words warmed his heart and fired his libido at the same time. He decided to press things a little bit. "I've missed you too, Mom. More than you can imagine."
"That's so sweet. Well, I'm right here waiting, so be as quick as you can." And with those final words, she was gone.
The thought of her waiting for him, splayed out on her bed like that, had Hunter climbing the walls within his perverted brain. He drove to a nearby variety store and bought a cold drink, loving the raspy feeling of the ice-cold beverage as it slid down his throat, helping to cool his rising internal temperature. He took his time sitting in the parking lot nursing his drink. Finally, feeling that enough time had elapsed since he'd made his call mere blocks from the house, he tossed the empty can into the recycling container and headed home.
As soon as he pulled into the driveway, his mother raced out of the house, her blonde hair shining like spun gold as she came towards him, her gigantic breasts bobbing and heaving beneath her tight top. In a split second, Hunter saw that it was a soft yellow sleeveless turtleneck that hugged her ample curves like a second skin. The vertical lines of the fabric flowed in and out provocatively around her ample bust, the deep shadow cast on her midsection by the imposing shelf made his cock throb with need right away. As she got closer, he could see the outline of her heavily-structured bra beneath the tight sweater, with tiny shadows making it crystal clear where her nipples were.
Fuck, those tits look incredible, Hunter said to himself as he forced his gaze down from her wobbling boobs. Below the form-fitting top, she was wearing a white cotton miniskirt, the hem of the skirt ending slightly north of mid-thigh. The skirt was nice and tight in the caboose, emphasizing the impressive beach-ball-like curves of her lush rear end. On her feet she wore strappy white flat sandals, perfect with her casual outfit. Against the brilliant white of her skirt and shoes, her legs looked amazing, nicely toned and warmly tanned.
"Oh baby, I'm so glad you're home," she said as she came up to him and threw her arms around his neck. She lifted her face to his.
In the last half hour, Hunter had been thinking what he'd do at a time like this. He decided that this was not the time to be bashful, but he had to make sure not to overstep any boundaries either. He still didn't know where his mother's head was at, but he decided to take a bit of a chance. They normally kissed on the cheek for both their hellos and goodbyes, with just the occasional quick peck on the lips every once in a while. Hunter caught her by surprise when he brought his mouth down and pressed his lips firmly against hers. At the same time, he slipped his arms around her lower back and pulled her close, feeling the massive swells of her soft tits pressing against the front of his polo shirt. He kissed her firmly as he held her against him, but without using his tongue. He could feel her kissing him back, but he could feel that she was tentative, unsure of what was happening. With a final playful nip at her plump bottom lip, he broke the kiss and pulled back slightly, his arms still holding her close.
"Whew, easy there sailor," his mother said playfully as she blew a stray tendril of hair off her face, which he could see was flushed. She kept her hands locked behind the back of his neck and he was happy to see she seemed to be in no hurry to break their embrace. He could have sworn he felt the protrusion of her stiff nipples pressing into his chest.
"Sorry, Mom. I'm just so happy to see you." God, she is so incredibly beautiful, Hunter thought as he looked down into those gorgeous blue eyes of hers. They seemed to be twinkling with both excitement, and something else that hit him right in the groin. If only he knew what she was thinking?
"I missed you so much too, baby," she said before standing on her tiptoes and kissing him once more. He was happy to see that she initiated the 'lips on lips' kiss this time. And he responded in kind, this time letting his hands slip down slightly to softly smooth out over the full round cheeks of her curvy backside. He was happy to see that she was in no hurry to make him move his exploring hands either. The kiss was sweet, but deliciously sexy at the same time, and this time it was her that ended it by nipping at his bottom lip before backing away, her gorgeous blue eyes twinkling playfully. "C'mon, sweetie. Grab your stuff and come inside. I want you to help me finish decorating the tree."
"You haven't done that yet?" Hunter asked as he pulled his suitcase and suit bag out of the trunk.
"I was waiting for you to come home, and your father is useless at that kind of thing." Just then they heard the phone ring inside the house. His mother took off in that direction, his eyes feasting on the provocative sway of her curvy backside. He couldn't get the image of that 'fisted' end of the double-dildo driving deep into that succulent ass just a short time ago.
"Oh honey, really?" were the first words Hunter heard when he walked into the house. He spotted his mother on the phone in his father's den. She looked at Hunter when he came in and mouthed the words 'it's your father' in his direction. Hunter put his stuff down and leaned against the door frame of the den, wondering what was going on.
"You're kidding," his mother said, her face showing her concern. "Wait a second, Hunter just got home. I'll put you on speaker." She pressed the button and put the receiver down. She nodded towards her son.
"Hi Dad. Can you hear me?"
"Welcome home, son. I'm glad for your mother's sake that at least one of us could make it."
"What's going on?"
"I was just telling your mother. First they told us our flight was delayed an hour. Now, this crazy storm has gotten worse. The whole Northeast is socked in, and it doesn't look like it's going to let up anytime soon. The airline is putting us up in a hotel nearby, but that's all we can do. It looks like I won't be able to get home until tomorrow."
"Well, that really sucks."
"Yeah, tell me about it."
"Honey," Hunter's mother said, "it's better to be safe than sorry. It's only one day."
"Yes, but it's Christmas Eve."
"I know, I know. But Hunter's here now. He'll take good care of me, won't you, sweetheart," she said as she gave Hunter a coy look that almost took his breath away.
"We'll be fine, Dad, don't worry. I'll take care of Mom, just like you would." Hunter couldn't help but picture himself taking his father's place in his mother's marital bed.
"That's good. It's Christmas and you know how special it is to your mother. Be a good son and spoil her, do whatever she asks you to do. I know she'll make it up to you somehow."
That's exactly what I'm hoping for, Hunter thought to himself. "I will, Dad. You just take care of yourself and stay safe." Hunter's eyes met his mother's. There was that curious little twinkle again to go along with that playful smile of hers. "And don't worry, I'll make sure Mom has everything her sweet little heart desires." His mother's smile broadened as she almost blatantly looked him up and down, her eyes even lingering over the package hidden beneath his jeans. It was just for a second or two before she tore her eyes away, but he had definitely noticed it.
"Okay, dear," his mother continued as she turned her attention back to her husband. "I'm so sorry you won't be able to make it home for Christmas."
"I'm sorry too. You guys are still going out for dinner with the Suttons, right?"
This came as a bit of a surprise to Hunter. They had done that special 'Christmas Eve Dinner' with the Suttons in the past, but not for the last couple of years. As much as he'd originally looked forward to possibly dumping a few loads into each of Mrs. Sutton's hot mature holes, at this point, his full attention was on his mother.
"Do you think we should, sweetheart?" Hunter's mother continued. "It's not going to be the same without you there."
"Of course you should go. I know how much that dinner means to you, and you did buy that new dress for it, right?"
His mother gave Hunter an impish smile and shrugged her shoulders guiltily before looking back towards the phone. "Yes, you know I did."
"Then go, by all means, the two of you go. Wear your new dress and have a great time. Did Dick say that Julia was going to be joining us this year?"
Hunter took a second to remember who Julia was, the Sutton's gangly, and often obnoxious, teenage daughter. He hadn't seen her in years. She'd gone through a bit of a rebel phase as a younger teenager, not wanting to be seen anywhere with her parents, whether it be Christmas, or whatever, it didn't matter to her.
"Yes, Jean said that Julia has really blossomed once they sent her to that private school. She's 18 now, and quite an adorable little thing."
"Fine then. You two go for dinner. Have a wonderful time, and just know that I will miss you both. I'll be home as soon as I can. They're not calling for this storm to end anytime soon, but I'm keeping my fingers crossed."
"Okay, honey. You stay safe. We'll miss you."
"I'll miss you too. Merry Christmas, honey. Merry Christmas, son."
"Merry Christmas, Dad," Hunter replied, and his mother did the same before ending the call.
"Well, sweetie," his mother said as she slowly sashayed across the room, those wide hips shifting enticingly from side to side. "It looks like it's just the two of us for Christmas Eve." She slid her arm through his and started to lead him further into the house. She tilted her head up and looked into his eyes, a coquettish glint in them that made his blood stir. "Do you think the two of us can have a good time together?"
"I know we can, Mom," Hunter said as he put his arm around her shoulder and pulled her close. He loved the feel of the side of one large breast pressing against his ribs. Jesus, they're big, and so fucking soft. "Like I told Dad, this is your special day. I'll do whatever you want me to do." Hunter paused for a second, wondering if he should say what he was thinking, and then decided to go for it. "Just think of me as your paid escort for the day. I'm yours to do with as you please, and any wish of yours is my command."
They stopped where they were and his mother looked up at him, her eyes misty with emotion. "That's so sweet, Hunter, and I love you so much." She stood on her tiptoes again and tipped her head up, wanting another kiss. Hunter eagerly complied, only this time, the kiss was much softer, and a bit longer. He became a touch more bold, letting the tip of his tongue trace teasingly along the line between her lips. He felt her tense for brief second, but she didn't pull back. She just pressed her lips even firmer against his before finally breaking the kiss and stepping back, both of them breathless. She smoothed the hem of her top over the waistline of her skirt nervously for a second, and then looked up at him with her head crooked kittenishly to one side. This time, he could clearly see her nipples protruding beneath her tight top after their kiss and, fuck, are they ever big, he thought to himself.
"So, you want to be my paid escort, do you?" she continued, giving him a playful smile.
"Whatever you wish, Milady," Hunter said as he put one hand across his chest and gave an exaggerated bow. The gesture made both of them chuckle, and did serve to break the bit of sexual tension in the air.
"Well, well, my own personal escort," his mother continued. "That does sound a bit naughty, but fun too."
"It can be whatever you want it to be," Hunter replied, and even ventured a naughty wink in her direction.
"Well, I can't expect my escort to perform his duties admirably on an empty stomach now, can I? Would you like some lunch?"
"That would be perfect."
*
The two spent the next little while in the kitchen as his mother prepared some food for the both of them. The conversation flowed freely and, yes, those usual Christmas carols that Hunter had expected were constantly playing in the background. After lunch, Hunter helped his mother decorate the tree. He did most of the work placing lights and ornaments up high, but a couple of times she ventured up the ladder to place things just the way she wanted. Hunter was only too happy to hold the ladder steady for her. His eyes seemed drawn by a magnet as he looked up beneath the hem of her skirt right up into her cockpit, a snug pair of white panties cupping her mound.
His cock was on the slow burn all afternoon as he couldn't keep his eyes off her exquisite form. Both of them seemed to make inane excuses to 'accidentally' touch the other. A stroke on the hand here, a touch on the hip there, any excuse to come into some kind of physical contact, even though it was all perfectly innocent. Hunter couldn't help but wonder if his mother was becoming as aroused by it as he was. Based on what he'd witnessed earlier in her bedroom, he was sure that she was.
Once the tree was fully decorated and they'd shared a glass of warm cider, his mother suggested they each go to their rooms to relax for a little while before cleaning up and getting ready for dinner. Hunter was glad of the suggestion, if only to get away from his thoughts about that incredible body of hers and try to cool down a little bit. His cock had been swelling on and off all afternoon, and he knew he couldn't take much more without having to get off a load. So, he happily retired to his room, luggage and suit-bag in tow. He threw himself onto his bed and laid back, his mind going into overdrive as he thought about the day.
That initial shock of seeing his mother masturbating, and repeatedly calling out his name, had been a mind-blowing experience all on its own. And then the way she'd acted when he'd kissed her. He could tell that the interest had been there, but each of them was too tentative and unsure to break that taboo barrier. Was she really that interested, or was it just like the fantasies that he'd had about her? When she masturbated and called out his name, was it just an outlet she used to satisfy her sexual cravings, or did she really want to fuck him? It was hard to tell for sure. Somehow, he needed to know the truth. And now, with his father stuck thousands of miles away for at least twenty-four hours, Hunter knew that it was 'now or never'. There'd never be a chance like this again. As he peeled off his clothes and looked at his semi-hard cock and bloated balls, he knew he could have stroked off a massive load in no time flat. But there were those 'what ifs' again. What if she really wants it, what if tonight something really...?
He couldn't shake those thoughts and knew a cold shower was necessary. Shaking himself out of his reverie, he went into the en-suite bathroom attached to his room and turned the shower knobs to COLD, at least at the start. After the icy pellets had him cringing and his cock shying away like a scared rabbit, he slowly increased the temperature and savored the bliss of a nice long shower, eventually letting cascades of steaming hot spray rain down on his muscular form as he used all his willpower to keep his hands off his needy cock.
He shaved, put on some delicate cologne (one that his mother had given him as a gift and that he knew she liked) and donned the suit he'd worn to the interview. His mother had picked that out for him too before he went away to college this year. It was a gorgeous trim-fitting navy suit that she'd seen in an Italian fashion magazine. With Hunter's height, broad shoulders and narrow waist, it looked great on him. Even he had to admit she was right about that. A crisp white shirt, geometrically-patterned tie and soft tan leather shoes (all of which his mother had helped pick out) completed the outfit. With his wavy hair combed and looking rakishly sexy, Hunter was ready for whatever came next.
Checking himself one final time in the mirror and giving himself a wink, he made his way to the Family Room to wait for his mother. He leaned against the towering stone fireplace and checked his phone, anxious to see if there was anything from the firm he'd interviewed with the day before. He was happy to see that there was a short message from the assistant of the senior partner, saying the partner had enjoyed meeting with him, that he had done very well, wished Hunter a happy holiday season, and that they would be in touch with him in the New Year. There was one final sentence that Hunter was thrilled to see: "If you have any further interviews, please contact us first before making any commitment." Flushed with excitement, Hunter couldn't stop smiling as he read that line over and over.
"My, don't you look handsome." His mother's voice made Hunter turn. It was a good thing he was leaning against the fireplace, otherwise the sight before him would likely have made him topple over as, within seconds, the blood flowed like a racing avalanche from his brain to his midsection.
His mother stood across the room from him, adjusting an earring as she posed with one leg slightly in front of the other, letting him get a good look at her new dress. AND WHAT A FUCKING DRESS IT WAS! Hunter thought as his eyes raked hungrily over his mother's exquisite form. The color was a glorious fiery scarlet red that set his own heart on fire. It was sleeveless, with a high collar that circled her long regal neck attractively. From the waist up, it was made of lacy brocade, which hugged her body tightly, erotically emphasizing her luscious curves. As she turned slightly, he could see that the dress was almost totally backless. Hunter gave a shiver as he realized that there was no way she could wear a bra with a dress like that, which made his fingers itch at the thought of those tremendous breasts lying bare beneath the lacy fabric. As with any tight top she wore, the spectacular size of those massive mounds cast a deep dark shadow on her midsection, evidence of how big those breasts really were. The sight of her nipples thrusting provocatively against the tight lace let Hunter know that he'd guessed right—she definitely wasn't wearing a bra. He found his mouth going dry and he had to swallow, feeling the lump in his throat as he let his gaze travel downward.
The wide waistband was of the same intricate lace, and fit snugly around her narrow waspish waist, emphasizing her pronounced hourglass figure. From there down, the dress was made of panels of flowing red silk that went all the way to the floor. As she took a couple of steps forward, he saw those silky panels part, revealing devilish slits over each leg. But those slits weren't like any other dress he'd seen, those slits went all the way up past the tops of her legs!
Hunter found his heart pounding like piston firing at 10,000 revs per minute as he took in the eye-popping sight of his mother's long toned legs in that sexy fucking dress. He noticed that she'd also put some kind of cream on her legs, which made them shimmer erotically. With those matching slits over each leg going all the way up, it looked like she wasn't wearing any underwear at all. He found himself smiling inwardly, hoping that was the case.
Her shoes were just as sexy. They were gold strappy sandals with towering 5" stiletto heels. They complemented the dress perfectly, and Hunter found his prick straining against his underwear as he dragged his gaze up from those cock-hardening shoes to her pretty face.
He'd noticed that her toenails and fingernails were painted the same fiery deep red as the dress, and the brilliant gash of her lipstick was just a slightly brighter shade of the same tone. It was a glossy wet-look type of lipstick, which made the wide gash of her full pouty mouth look wet and inviting, the perfect target for any red-blooded male looking to get his cock sucked. Hunter couldn't look at it without thinking of his long thick cock making those shiny lips spread wider and wider as he fed her every last inch, over and over, for hours on end until she'd sucked him dry.
Her makeup was done in smoky bronze and soft pink tones that looked captivatingly sultry and erotic. Her pronounced cheekbones and naturally long eyelashes made the twin sapphires of her eyes seem to spark with mischief. Her lustrous blond hair was tied up in a loose chignon at the back of her head, with teasing tendrils of whispery hair trailing down provocatively to lick at her smooth neck. A pair of sparkly dangling earrings set off the rest of the outfit to a tee, making her look incredibly glamorous and provocatively sexy at the same time. So sophisticated, so breathtakingly striking, so...fucking perfect, Hunter thought.
He could only stare in wonder as he clumsily swallowed again. He had never seen a more beautiful woman in his whole life. His eyes locked on hers, and as she looked at him, he felt his whole body tingling, as if the air between them was charged with sexual electricity. The question was; who was going to blink first?
"Well, what do you think, Mister? Cat got your tongue?" his mother said slyly as she walked over to him and straightened his tie.
Hunter's senses were invaded by the subtle erotic scent of her perfume, which sent another electric jolt to his already blazing libido. "Oh god, Mom, you look...you look absolutely incredible."
She stepped back and did a pirouette, the wispy panels of the dress flying teasingly away from her spectacular legs. "So, you like the dress? Do you think it looks all right?"
Hunter could only smile and shake his head. "It...it looks amazing. Seriously, that has to be the most beautiful dress I've ever seen."
"Thank you, sweetheart," she said as she gave him a quick peck on the cheek before leaning in and casually whispering into his ear, "I was thinking of you when I picked it out."
Hunter almost collapsed as those words registered in his brain. If his cock wasn't fully hard before, it definitely was now. He was so aroused that he knew if she said anything more like that that he'd go off right in his pants.
"Would you like a cold drink, sweetie?" his mother asked, as if she could read his mind. He did notice that as she stepped back before asking him, she'd let her eyes drift down quickly over the front of his pants. "You look like you could use one."
"Y...yes, please," Hunter stammered out in reply.
His mother strolled across the large open-concept room to the refrigerator, her hips swaying seductively from side to side. He couldn't tear his eyes away from her, those long tanned legs of hers seeming to appear and reappear magically as the slits in the dress gave sinfully teasing glimpses of those shapely columns with every step.
"I hope you don't mind if I don't offer you a beer," she said as she turned and passed him a soft drink. "I'd like my escort to drive and it would be nice to celebrate my baby boy being home by having an extra glass or two of wine tonight."
Hunter didn't mind one bit. He wasn't much of a drinker to start with, and he definitely wanted to keep his wits about him. And if his mother wanted an extra glass of wine, well... "No, that's fine, Mom. Like I said, I am at your command. If being your chauffeur is part of those duties, then I'll stay sober as a judge."
"You can have some wine at dinner if you like. After all, it is Christmas, and I do want my boy to help me celebrate." She traced her fingertip teasingly down his chest, the light touch making him shiver. "You will help make this a Christmas to remember for me, won't you, sweetheart?" She looked up at him, all doe-eyed and innocent, which just served to make his throbbing cock pulse even harder.
"I'll do anything I can to make you happy, Mom—anything."
Her lips turned up in a quirky smile, and she tipped her head demurely to one side. "Be careful what you say...I just might hold you to that."
"As I said earlier, your wish is my command, Milady." He gave another theatrical bow again, this time made more difficult by the stiff iron bar in the front of his pants.
His flourishing gesture made his mother laugh. "Oh sweetheart, I am so glad that you are home. I've missed you so badly."
"I really missed you too."
"Thank you so much for saying that, sweetheart. But c'mon now, don't tell me you haven't met any girls at Stanford to at least take your mind off your studies every now and then."
Hunter shrugged. Of course, there was no point in telling her about those times he'd fucked that 50-year-old professor of his, or the time he got picked up in a supermarket by that sexy MILF who took him out to her van and sucked him off while her kids and husband were involved in a soccer game in the park right across the street. She'd wanted it bad. She'd sucked his cock like she'd been starved of cum for years. As he'd held her head in his hands and moved her sucking mouth up and down on his thrusting cock, she'd swallowed his load hungrily, wanton purrs of pleasure emanating from her throat. And she just kept sucking, that first copious batch of seed only whetting her appetite. She was good all right, good enough to get two loads in a row out of him and, he just realized now, he'd never even asked her name. Or the middle-aged woman who'd eyed him up when they were both filling up their cars with gas. That look she gave him told him all he needed to know. Five minutes later they were both in the service station's washroom and he was hammering it into her up against the wall, with her biting her fist as she came like a wild thing. MILFs, all of them, and none of them meant anything to him, other than the fact that they provided an opportunity for him to fantasize about his mother with each one. He realized now as he looked at her that all of those women were blondes. Gee...go figure. To his mother's question, he simply replied, "No, nobody. I've been too busy studying. Just like you taught me."
"Well, you know what they say: all work and no play make Hunter a dull boy." She reached up and ran that long red-tipped fingernail provocatively down his chest again. "You don't want to be a dull boy, do you?"
Hunter couldn't take his eyes off her pouty mouth as she formed the words 'do you'. They pursed outward, as if inviting a cock to seek out the ovaled target of those shiny red lips and let her suck it...let her suck it...all night long. Hunter felt himself flushing like a school-boy, something he wasn't used to with women, but it was his mother, his bewitching mother who looked so fucking gorgeous and was subtly teasing him to the point he thought he was gonna blow his load right then and there. He was totally thrown off his game, but he was loving every second of it. "Do you think I'm a dull boy, Mom?"
She smiled sweetly and had that mischievous twinkle in her eye as she answered. "Not at all, but I do think you deserve to treat yourself and have a little playtime while you're home. Do something to help relieve all the tension you must have from studying so hard. You need to relax, take a load off. Don't you think so?"
Hunter almost lost it when she said 'take a load off'. He knew he had a lot of loads he wanted to get rid of, preferably deep inside that gorgeous mature body of hers. "You're probably right, Mom. It will be nice to just stay home with you, get to know each other again, and talk about whatever comes up. Who knows what'll pop up once we start talking?"
He noticed that his suggestive words definitely didn't go unnoticed. She had that funny little twinkle in her eye, and he couldn't help but notice that her eyes flicked down to his midsection for a split second again. "That sounds perfect. I know it'll be a little different without your father here, but we can enjoy ourselves with just the two of us, don't you think?"
"Absolutely. There's no one I'd rather spend Christmas with."
"Me too, sweetheart." He noticed her eyes were misty with emotion as she stepped close to him and tilted her head up, wanting another kiss. He had no intention of denying her and, this time, he decided to take the next step. As her arms came up and circled his neck and his hands sought out the full curves of her backside, he pressed his lips to hers. Her lips were deliciously soft and as her perfume invaded his senses once more, he slid the tip of his tongue across her lips, testing. He felt her relax, and her lips parted slightly, letting him inside. He slowly slid his tongue between her full lips, as soft as rose petals, and then he felt her tongue roll against his. He gently probed deeper inside her mouth, his tongue exploring as she hungrily pressed hers back against him. He could feel her deliciously soft breasts pressing against his chest as the kiss continued, and he could feel her give a shiver of arousal. Finally, she pushed back, breaking the kiss, both of them gasping and unsure.
"Whew," she gasped, and then gave a bit of a nervous laugh before reaching down to pick up her handbag off the table. "I uh...I think we need to leave for the restaurant now. We don't want to keep the Suttons waiting now, do we?"
Hunter nodded and stepped back, both of them feeling a bit awkward as they composed themselves. He could tell from the way his mother had reacted that she wanted that kiss as badly as he did, but she just wasn't ready to totally accept it. He knew she'd be thinking about it every second for the rest of the night, just like he was right now. He just had to be patient.
"Okay, we'll take the Lexus. Could you back the car out, sweetheart? I just want to check my hair one last time," she said as she nervously pushed back a stray wisp of hair. Hunter simply nodded and made his way to the garage, giving her that minute or so of privacy that she seemed to need to gather her thoughts. The keys to his mother's Lexus sedan were in their usual spot on the key rack next to the door and he had the car backed out onto the cobblestone driveway in no time. He got out of the car and enjoyed the warm air caressing his face as dusk settled in. Christmas in southern California. You've gotta love it, he thought.
His mother came out of the house and strode toward him, that dress continuing to stir the juices inside him as he watched the way it moved like a scintillating ghost about her body, her legs flashing teasingly in and out of the scarlet fabric with each stride. The tight-fitting bodice gave his eyes a workout as well, those magnificent voluptuous breasts making the lacy fabric seem to strain to contain the massive spheres. As those wide hips swayed seductively, he looked up and was happy to see that she gave him a warm smile, apparently having composed herself after the fiery kiss.
"Your chariot awaits, Milady," he offered as he gave another little bow as he opened the passenger-side door for her.
"My perfect gentleman," his mother replied as she traced a fingertip playfully along his jawline before sliding into the car.
Hunter couldn't help but gulp as he watched her get in. As she stepped in, the flowing panels of the dress parted to reveal that first long tanned leg in all its glory, almost all the way up the juncture of her thigh with her body. She slid smoothly into the car, her full round ass sliding onto the smooth leather of the seat. Like a jungle cat moving in on its prey, she gracefully drew her other leg in behind her. Once again, the scarlet panels of the dress parted, and Hunter was once again mesmerized by the spectacularly provocative view. It was made all the more enticing by the fact that she had definitely put something on her legs to give them an alluring shiny glow. Like it had for much of the day, his cock was pulsing once more as a fresh shot of blood headed straight to the equator.
He shook his head to clear his thoughts as he closed the door and walked around the car. "Steady, old boy. Just keep it together," he muttered to himself. "You can do this. Just stay calm."
On the drive to the restaurant, the conversation flowed easily. His mother asked him about school, and his interviews. She was thrilled to hear that the email he'd just received seemed optimistic. Although there was no sexually suggestive talk at all, she did manage to reach over and tenderly touch his arm a few times. That hadn't gone unnoticed by Hunter.
When they arrived at the restaurant, he noticed the valet's eyes open wide as the young man opened the door for his mother. It was obvious the guy got an eyeful when she got out of the car, her dress leaving little to the imagination. Hunter knew what that guy would be thinking about when he jerked off tonight.
His mother was quick to take his arm as they walked into the restaurant. Hunter felt her pull herself close to him, her large breast pressing against his arm warmly. The Suttons were waiting for them in the posh lobby of the restaurant, the three of them dressed to the nines.
Mr. Sutton was wearing a standard charcoal-gray business suit, but Hunter's eyes didn't linger for more than a second on him. How could they, with the way the two women standing next to him were dressed.
Mrs. Sutton, Jean, was wearing a full-length dress similar to his mother's, and Hunter wondered if the two good friends had been shopping together. While his mother's dress was fiery scarlet red, Mrs. Sutton's dress was a deep navy, but the silky material gave it a compelling sheen that naturally caught the eye of the beholder. And what a lot there was to behold. Mrs. Sutton was, and there was no doubt about it, a gorgeous woman. The same age as his mother, Jean Sutton had been blessed with many of the similar attributes, and the dress that she was wearing made sure everyone could see exactly how generous those attributes were. Whereas his mother's dress had a high collar, this one was extremely low-cut. The bodice fit snugly to her shapely hourglass figure, with preformed bra cups held in place by two ribbon-like straps that fed over her shoulders. Her voluptuous breasts were all but spilling out of the jam-packed cups, her enticing cleavage dark as midnight and a mile long.
Hunter knew that cleavage very well, having had his sizable prick buried between those big succulent mounds on many occasions. Mrs. Sutton loved it when she'd oil them up and then press them all around his cock as he straddled her and levered his hips back and forth. She loved it even more when he'd end up coming and spraying his massive load all over her mature face.
Hunter couldn't help but think of that as his eyes roamed over her sexy body. Yes, those tits—although not quite as big as his mother's—were definitely something to see, all right. He could see that the shiny satin straps going over her shoulders were taut as bridge cables, straining to carry the heavy load. He let his gaze run downwards, noticing how nicely the beautiful navy fabric fit over her wide flared hips and curvy backside, a backside he was quite familiar with as well.
Mrs. Sutton had a definite preference for anal sex, and once she'd taken Hunter's virginity, he was always more than willing to help her out with that. Yes, she loved to fuck and suck just as much as any of the other older women he'd been with, but taking his big hard cock deep into her bowels is what she loved the most. Hunter couldn't even begin to count the number of loads he'd pumped into her steaming guts, and he was always happy when she'd eagerly ask him to let her suck him clean after he'd done so. With his stamina, it often resulted in her sucking him back to hardness in no time flat, at which point he'd pound whichever of her holes she wanted. Most of the time, she'd pull her legs well back and let him drive it deep into that winking little rosehole as many times as he wanted.
Hunter felt himself flushing as those thoughts went through his head, while his eyes took in the rest of her outfit. Like his mother's dress, it flowed glamorously to the floor, with a single slit over one leg. The slit in this dress ended high on her thigh, but not nearly as high as the provocative pair of slits in his mother's dress. Her legs were bare, and she had on high-heeled navy slingbacks that made her legs look fantastic.
She'd obviously spent a lot of time on her hair and makeup, and Hunter thought she looked fantastic. He knew he'd always have a bit of a soft spot for the woman that took his virginity but, today, all his thoughts were on his mother.
His gaze went next to the sweet thing standing next to Mrs. Sutton. This couldn't be Julia, could it? There was no way, Hunter thought as he looked at the ripe young peach, who he noticed was now the spitting image of her mother. She'd always had the same ginger-red hair as her mother, but the last time he'd seen her—geesh, that had to be years ago, he thought to himself—she'd been a gawky young teenager with braces and a flat chest. He remembered his mother saying that after she'd gone away to private school she'd 'blossomed' and, fuck, had she ever!
Now 18, Julia had turned into a curvaceous young woman with a bosom to rival her mother's. She was wearing what Hunter thought of as 'young girl's prom dress', a champagne-colored mini that barely extended past her full curvy rump to the tops of her thighs. And Hunter could see that those thighs were nice and full, a perfect set of creamy thighs to bury your cock between. Her dress was backless as well, with a halter-type strap that went around her neck, with a plunging neckline that showed off a pair of tits that were almost as big as her mother's. The girl's soft reddish hair was pulled back on each side to show off her angelic face, with the rest of her chestnut-colored locks falling in cascading waves onto her bare shoulders. Strappy high heels made her whole outfit look dead sexy, and Hunter found it hard to believe this was the same little brat who'd pestered him just a few years ago.
With the way she was looking at him now, Hunter could see the definite interest in those deep dark eyes. He'd seen that look before in her mother's eyes many times, usually just before he drove that fleshy scimitar between his legs deep into her bowels. He wondered if Julia liked it in the ass just as much as her mother. He looked again at both her and her mother. Yes, her mother was every school-boy's dream of what a MILF could be, and Julia was as sweet and innocently alluring as any older man with a daughter fetish could hope for. He wondered how often her father had jerked off thinking about her, or maybe he was already tucking her into bed at night and having her swallow some warm cream to help her sleep. Who knew nowadays?
But again, as gorgeous and tempting as both of those women were, Hunter could only think of his mother. Those women couldn't even start to compete with her. The emotion he was feeling for her was almost overwhelming. He felt both incredible lust, and heart-warming love, which made things perfect, in his mind, anyway.
The group exchanged greetings, with the women partaking of air kisses while Hunter shook Mr. Sutton's hand. Mrs. Sutton commented (with a noticeably flirty look in her eyes) that he looked very handsome, but when she got closer to kiss his cheek, she subtly whispered into his ear, "I could eat you up, right here and now."
When Hunter extricated himself from her full-bodied hug, he simply nodded in her direction and offered a flat, "Thank you, Mrs. Sutton, you look very nice too. And yes, it is nice to be home with Mom," before taking his place next to his mother, both of them sharing an intimate smile. He noticed that Mrs. Sutton's lips turned up slightly, and she gave him a quick little wink. It caught Hunter a bit off guard as it seemed like she knew exactly what he was thinking as he'd looked at his mother. Was he that easy to read? he thought.
"Tara, where's Brad?" Mr. Sutton asked as he glanced towards the restaurant door.
Hunter's mother explained her husband's predicament, stuck in Boston because of the weather, with no idea when he was going to be home. "So," she said as she slipped her arm through Hunter's once more, "it's up to Hunter to make sure this Christmas is the best one ever."
"I'm sure he's quite capable of being able to do that," Mrs. Sutton replied as her eyes flicked to Hunter's with a knowing glance. "Every time I asked him to help me with chores around the house, he went above and beyond the call of duty to make sure I was satisfied with his efforts."
"And she told me he always did. Whenever I came home after Hunter had been there working on a chore for her, she was smiling from ear to ear," Mr. Sutton added as he gave Hunter a pat on his arm, not realizing how many times the boy had been buried balls-deep in all three of his wife's hot willing holes, or how often she'd had to change the sheets on their marital bed after Hunter's copious loads of cum had left a mess everywhere.
"Glad to be of service," Hunter replied just as the maître d' arrived.
The restaurant was a converted old Spanish-style mansion that had been divided into many small dining rooms, with usually only two or three tables in each room. They were led into one room that only had one other table, besides their table for six. Hunter paid close attention as Mr. Sutton put his hand on one of the chairs at the end of the table. Hunter immediately ushered his mother onto the banquette seat against the wall, such that he himself was sitting right next to Mr. Sutton. His plan was to make sure that he was sitting as far as possible from Mrs. Sutton. With that wanton look that she had in her eyes, there was no way he wanted to find himself in any kind of predicament courtesy of her tonight. No, tonight was all about his mother.
Mrs. Sutton sat next to her husband, immediately across from Hunter, with Julia next to her. The seat that would have been Hunter's father's at the other end of the table sat empty. Mr. Sutton ordered a bottle of wine and the conversation flowed as they perused their menus and ordered. There was a lot of talk about Julia's private school, and Hunter's architecture program at Stanford.
As the appetizers came followed by the main course, more wine had been ordered. Hunter stopped at one glass, making the excuse that he was driving, while his mother was just starting her third. Hunter noticed that both Mrs. Sutton and young Julia had been paying an inordinate amount of attention to him, all of which had gone right over Mr. Sutton's head. He was thrilled when he felt his mother's hand reach down on the leather seat between them and give his hand a gentle squeeze. When he looked in her direction, the warm smile she gave him melted his heart.
While the waiter cleared their plates away and brought dessert menus, Hunter felt his mother squeeze his hand once more, followed by her fingertips tracing teasingly along the side of his pant leg. This caught him off guard, but he decided that after what he'd seen earlier in the day, it was time to make a move. He had something in mind, and the ball would be in his mother's court. She'd either get angry and put an end to things, or...
With Julia busy talking to her mother, Hunter slid his hand across the smooth leather of the seat and slowly onto his mother's thigh. With the tablecloth hanging down over the edge of the table, there was no way any of the others could see what he was doing. His mother didn't move, but just kept tracing her fingertips along the side of his leg. He got a little bolder, sliding his hand further to the side. He was delighted when his fingertips found the slit in his mother's sexy dress and slid right onto her bare thigh. He felt his mother stiffen for second as she took a quick intake of breath.
"Are you all right, dear?" Mrs. Sutton asked as she looked over at her friend.
"Yes, I'm fine," his mother gasped out as she gave a little cough. "Just a little something in my throat."
Hunter pictured putting a 'big something' in her throat, but at least she hadn't reached down to pull his hand away. Taking that as a subtle invitation, he slid his hand further down over the inside of her thigh. Fuck me, he thought, there is nothing as deliciously soft or as wickedly exciting as the inside of a woman's thighs. He let his fingertips run smoothly over the rose-petal soft skin, his fingertips gradually getting closer and closer to the apex of her thighs. His mother shifted slightly in her seat, causing him to instinctively stop. As he stared forward, pretending to listen as Julia and her mother prattled on, he smiled inwardly as he felt his mother's legs drift apart, her thighs rolling slowly open until her knee was pressed against his.
Without looking once in her direction, he slid his hand more purposely across her silky-smooth thigh, his fingertips finally coming into contact with the lips of her pussy. Now he really smiled to himself. He'd been right after all when he'd looked at her gorgeously exposed legs in that dress; she hadn't been wearing any panties at all. It also made his heart soar to feel that she was deliciously wet, her pussy luxuriously creamy and lathered with her flowing juices. It was sinfully warm and enticing slippery beneath his hand. He let his fingers start to explore, rubbing gently and tracing teasingly over her flushed mound, his hand quickly becoming soaked with her juices.
It startled him for a second when he felt the delicate touch of his mother's hand moving over the front of his pants. While he toyed with her pulsing wet mound, she had his zipper undone and fished his stiffening cock out of his fly faster than he thought possible. She wrenched the growing thick tube out and slid her fingertips all over it, as if testing it for length and girth. Within seconds of being released from the confines of his pants, Hunter was standing at full mast.
"Oh my god," his mother mumbled under her breath.
"What's that, dear?" Mrs. Sutton asked as she looked across at her friend.
"Oh, nothing. For a second there I thought I left the iron on. But then I remembered that I pulled out the plug. I feel better knowing I pulled it out."
The way her slender hand was starting to deftly pump his rigid prick beneath the table, Hunter could tell that she was happy that she'd pulled it out. It didn't take long before her skilful manipulation had him right on the edge of orgasm. Fuck, he'd been there for most of the day, for god's sake, and now, with her hot little hand pumping his rock-hard cock, he knew he wouldn't last long. He knew there was no way he could stop her, even if he wanted to, which he didn't. The exquisite feeling, combined with the incredible risk they were both taking, had sent him flying towards orgasm like a schoolboy groping his first tit. Hunter knew he was on the verge of making a mess, so he quickly reached forward with his free hand and downed the last of the water in his glass. Unnoticed by the others, he deftly moved the glass under the table and turned it so that the tip of his cock was pointed into the opening. His mother had noticed what he'd done and bent his steely-hard prick further downwards, feeding the broad crimson crown right into the opening of the glass as she continued to jack it back and forth.
In the meantime, he'd kept his other hand busy, the toying tips of his fingers rubbing and stroking all over her drooling mound. Now, he slid the tip of his middle finger up along the slippery groove until he encountered the fiery bud of her clit. She gave a low moan as he ran his fingertip all around it, the low groan only loud enough for him to hear. He could tell that her clit was nice and big, and as she kept pumping his swollen prick, he brought his thumb to the stiff little nodule and rolled it between his thumb and middle finger. That was all it took to send his mother over the edge. He could feel her start to quiver as her climax hit.
As Mrs. Sutton continued to explain something to her daughter, Hunter noticed his mother bring her other hand up to her mouth as she started to gnaw on it, doing whatever she could to stop herself from crying out in ecstasy. He could feel the muscles on the insides of her thighs thrumming like a plucked guitar string as she came. She tried to keep her backside still, but he could feel it shifting restlessly beneath her as he continued to strum and stroke her throbbing clit. And then he felt her gush, totally spraying his hand with her creamy juices.
Feeling the wet warmth against his hand was enough to trip that trigger inside Hunter. As the slippery goo coated his fingers, his cock started to buck in her hand. He knew she could feel the tell-tale throbbing and she kept stroking, making sure to keep the engorged knob inside the opening of the water glass he was holding. He sat up straight and his body went rigid as he started to come, rope after rope of sizzling spunk spewing into the glass. He wanted to shout from the rooftops that he was coming, but it took all his willpower to keep his mouth shut. He came like a racehorse, that load having been primed time and time again as his prick had been erect off and on for the past seven hours or so. Finally, the intense sensations of his luxurious climax ebbed away, and his mother ceased the movements of her stroking hand.
She surprised him though as she drew that hand back and reached into her own lap and gave his toying hand a gentle squeeze before pushing it harder against herself. Fuck me, Hunter said to himself, she wants more! As Mr. Sutton prattled on about how happy he was to shoot an 82 at Torrey Pines on Christmas Eve, Hunter nimbly curled his fingers and slid two of them between his mother's slippery pussy-lips. His mother was hot as a fucking furnace. As those two fingers started to work their magic, he noticed his mother sit back slightly and shift her hips forward, at the same time spreading her legs even wider. He rubbed his fingertips firmly along the roof of her vagina, causing her to give off a soft little gasp and flex her hips against his probing hand. And then he curled his thumb and pressed it right on top of her throbbing clit...
"Uhhhhnngghh..." Hunter heard his mother try and stifle the low growl that was emanating from her throat and, fortunately, the Sutton family had just started laughing out loud at a comment Mr. Sutton had made at the same time. He took the opportunity to glance over at his mother as she sat there trembling, biting her lips while her fingers clutched the edge of the table in a death grip as wave after wave of euphoric pleasure coursed through her. Finally, after his hand was thoroughly coated with a new spray of juices, the sensations wracking her body dwindled, and Hunter slowly withdrew his sticky hand from between her legs.
His mother instantly leaned forward and reached for her water glass, downing it within seconds.
"Are you all right, Tara? You look all flushed," Mrs. Sutton asked, her voice dripping with genuine concern.
"Yes, I'm fine. Just a bit of a hot flash," Hunter's mother said as she took the empty glass and drew it across her glistening forehead. She looked at the others with a quirky smile on her face as she rolled her eyes. "Damned menopause."
Her comment made the others chuckle. Hunter took the opportunity to reach beneath the tablecloth and tuck his still semi-hard cock away, the cum-filled glass safely nestled out of sight against his hip.
"All right, are we all ready to order dessert?" Mr. Sutton asked as he perused the dessert menu one last time.
"I'll be right back. Just have to powder my nose," Hunter said as he slid off the end of the banquette seat next to Mr. Sutton. He turned after taking a couple of steps away, a decorative screen blocking everyone else in the room from seeing him except his mother. As she looked back at him, he raised his glistening hand to his face. Her eyes opened wide as she watched him breath deep, her alluring scent firing his senses. He saw her almost gasp as he opened his mouth and slid his sticky fingers inside, his eyes locked on hers as he licked them clean. She couldn't look away as he continued, sucking each of his fingers and licking the rest of his hand clean before giving her a sly smile and making his way to the washroom.
The last part of the meal passed without incident, except for his mother constantly reaching over to touch him tenderly. By the time they were finishing, she was snuggled up right next to Hunter, her arm through his once more.
"Well, I think it's time to call it a night," his mother said. "I'd really like to get home in case Brad calls again. I'm kind of worried about him being all alone on Christmas Eve."
"Well, at least you've got a big strong man to make sure you get through the night okay," Mrs. Sutton said. She gave Hunter a look that seemed to tell him she knew exactly what his game was, but even under her leering gaze, he did his best to keep a straight face.
"Yes, my hero came home just in time to take care of his Mommy," his mother added gleefully as she turned and gave him a quick peck on the cheek.
"I think your boy will take very good care of you, my dear," Mrs. Sutton said with a coy smile as the waiter magically appeared and handed Mr. Sutton the bill. "Our treat tonight, right, Dick?"
"Of course," he said as he glanced over at Hunter and his mother. "You guys got it last time."
"I just want to make a quick trip to the ladies room before we go," Mrs. Sutton said as she got out of her seat.
"I've gotta go too, Mom."
With Mrs. Sutton and Julia on their way to the Ladies Room and while Mr. Sutton was busy with the waiter sorting out the bill, Hunter took the opportunity to reach down to his side and retrieve the glass he'd shot his load into. Keeping his hand low, he passed it to his mother, who took it and held in beneath the edge of the table.
"Oh my god," she whispered under her breath. "Look at how much is in there." Quickly looking up to make sure Mr. Sutton wasn't watching, she brought the glass to her lips and tipped it upwards. Hunter watched as a large clump of thick milky seed slid sluggishly into her mouth. It was brilliant white, chock full of sperm.
"Mmm," she purred under her breath as she rolled the mass of warm semen all around inside her mouth. And then she swallowed, the muscles in her throat contracting erotically, the look of blissful contentment on her face telling Hunter that she was happy to take his potent swimmers deep into the pit of her stomach. With her hand covering the back of the glass so no one could see what was inside it, she tipped it up again and took another big slurpy wad into her mouth. She had to do it three times before it was all gone, and then just before the Sutton women returned, she ran her tongue all around the inside of the glass, lapping up the last tasty morsels of cum.
"I was just telling Mother," Julia said as the two women came back, "that the desserts here are amazing."
"I think so too," Hunter's mother said. "I still have that wonderful taste in my mouth. It was like something I wanted to eat all night long." She turned and gave Hunter a little wink, that look sending a new surge of blood to his still-swollen cock.
"Well, shall we be off then?" Mr. Sutton said as he got up.
"Stay close behind me," Hunter's mother whispered to him as she slid out of the bench seat after him. He allowed her to pass and they were right behind the other three as they made their way through the restaurant. He glanced down, and even in the subdued lighting of the restaurant, he could see the dark wet stain that covered a large portion of her backside. When she came, she'd gushed all over his hand, twice, and her dress was suffering the collateral damage of that.
"Oh Hunter, I have something for your mother," Mrs. Sutton said after the valets had brought both cars up for them. With the same valet as they'd had earlier helping his mother into the first of the two cars in line, he followed Mrs. Sutton around to the back of their family's Mercedes, her husband and daughter already in the car. She popped the trunk and handed him a small box as she closed the lid and turned to him.
"That's just a box of chocolates for your mother," she said as she stepped up close to him. "And here's a little present for you." She reached into her little clutch bag and pulled something out before pressing it into his hand. Instinctively he looked down, the overhead lights in the laneway illuminating a tiny pair of shiny navy panties in the palm of his hand—wet, shiny navy panties.
"That's just in case things don't work out with Mommy as you hope they will," she whispered into his ear as she leaned in close and gave him an acceptable 'Christmas-like' hug.
As she stepped back and looked at him, he could only stare at her, totally flummoxed. "What...how..." he stammered, unable to even think straight.
"If I know you, she'll be just what you need. After all, she did come like a champion there at the table, didn't she?"
Hunter couldn't help it as his eyes opened wide, standing there mute, the sodden panties sitting warmly in his open palm.
"I know who was responsible for your mother's 'hot flash'. I saw the muscles in your arm moving beneath your suit when you were fingering her. You did do a good job of it though, the others never had a clue."
Hunter couldn't help but give a little gasp.
"That was well-played on her part though. Menopause? I don't think so. Your mother and I are such good friends that she would have told me by now if she'd started." She paused for a second, letting her words sink in. "That's all right though, your mother's a wonderful woman, Hunter. If you can do for her what you did for me, I'm sure she'll love it. Trust me, I know, she's going to be one lucky woman tonight."
Hunter could only stand there as, just like his mother had done earlier, Mrs. Sutton reached out and drew one long red fingernail teasingly down the front of his chest. She tilted her head and looked at him suggestively. "But just in case things don't work out as you hoped..." She reached down and closed his hand around the panties. "...this is just a reminder of what you can get from me any time your little heart desires."
Hunter remained speechless as she reached up and gave him one last peck on the cheek. "Merry Christmas, Hunter," she whispered breathlessly into his ear, "and make sure this is a Christmas your mother remembers forever. She deserves it."
And with that, she disappeared. By the time Hunter got his head together and turned around, her car door was already closing. When she'd first started talking, he didn't know what to expect, but by the time she was done, he realized he was more aroused than he had been before. He'd been right, Mrs. Sutton had watched him and knew exactly what he'd been thinking about his mother. But surprisingly, rather than be jealous, she'd been all for it. He couldn't have asked for anything more. "Merry Christmas to you too, Mrs. Sutton," he whispered, but the car was already driving away.
"What was that all about?" his mother asked when he joined her in the car after stuffing the panties into his pocket.
"Oh, Mrs. Sutton just wanted to give us this box of chocolates and wish us all a Merry Christmas."
"She is such a sweet woman, and a good friend. And yes, this is looking like a very merry Christmas after all, don't you think?"
Even before he could put his seat belt on, his mother reached over and grabbed him by the front of his shirt. She pulled him to her as she leaned across, her lips meeting his in a torrid kiss. Their tongues duelled as their lips pressed firmly against the others, both of them wanting this, needing this. Soft moans came from both of them as they kissed passionately, his mother finally breaking the kiss and pulling back, her face glowing with excitement as she gasped, "Take me home."
Hunter made it home in no time flat, with his right hand beneath the mesmerizing slit of his mother's dress and cupping her creamy mound the whole way. She let him have his way with her, spreading her legs far apart as he toyed with her slippery petals of flesh, her own hand rubbing suggestively over the front of his pants.
They were both ready to tear their hair out by the time they got home. Once inside the house, Hunter threw off his suit jacket and pushed his mother up against the wall. He brought his mouth down on hers, hard, at the same time as she wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled him against her. As they kissed, he kicked off his shoes. He pulled back, both of their faces flushed with arousal.
"Take me upstairs, baby...fast," his mother gasped out.
"No, I can't wait. I want you right now," Hunter responded, his cock like an iron bar in his pants. He spotted a long low side table against the wall in the hallway and all but carried his mother to it. He grabbed her around the waist and sat her on the table, her back against the mirror behind it. As he loosened his tie and opened the top button of his shirt, his mother was busy undoing his belt. He pushed his pants and underwear to the floor, kicking them to the side.
"Oh fuck...it's so big," his mother said as her hand instantly went to his rearing prick. He could see her salivating as she looked at it.
Leaving his shirt and loosened tie on, Hunter moved closer between her legs. He grasped the draping silk panel at the front of her dress and threw it up and to the side, totally exposing her. He looked down at her glistening shaven mound, the whole area lathered with her flowing juices. The slick petals of her labia shone a vivid pink, engorged as if waiting to welcome his huge cock home...home to the hot tight channel he'd been born out of twenty years ago.
"Oh fuck, Mom, you are so beautiful," Hunter gasped out as he moved right in on her, unable to contain himself any longer. He had to have her, had to fuck her, right here and now. Sensing the intensity of his desire, his mother was quick to position the engorged crown of his surging cock between the dripping lips of her pussy. She moved her hand slightly from side to side, getting it nestled in the perfect position as the enormous knob forced her soft petals of flesh to spread wide as they adhered to the sensitive glans in a searing kiss. Once he felt that she had it just right, Hunter slowly flexed forward, wanting to get his cock buried deep inside his mother more than he'd ever wanted anything in his life. But he didn't want to hurt her either. He'd been with enough women to know how difficult it was for most of them to take a cock the size of his. Yes, the last thing in the world he wanted to do was hurt her in any way.
"Oh god, so hard...so big and hard," she gasped out as her arms came up to circle his neck and pull him close. Her pretty face turned up to his, her eyes ablaze with excitement as he went deeper, and deeper still. She drew his mouth down to hers, sharing a fiery kiss as she wriggled and tilted her hips, encouraging her son to give her more. As they kissed, his hands went to her chest, filling his hands with the enormous spheres, still hidden beneath the lacy bodice of her dress. But fuck, are they ever big! he thought to himself.
Hunter couldn't believe how hot his mother's pussy was, as hot as a fucking blast furnace, and scintillating tight. It felt like a hot buttery fist gripping his cock and pulling it inward as he continued to push forward, inch after inch of thick hard cock disappearing inside his mother's velvety cunt. He felt her tightening up as he went deeper. He instinctively stopped flexing forward as the tight tissues inside her barred his way, both of them gasping as they looked down at the sinfully illicit connection of their two bodies.
Hunter couldn't help but wonder at the magic of it; a woman in the prime of her life, splayed wide open with her own son's hard thick cock drilling deep into her welcoming pussy, her shiny juices glistening off their joined flesh. Just the thought of it made his cock throb with excitement even more, and he knew there was no way he was going to stop now. He still had four inches left to go and, although he was as far into her as he could go right now, he could feel his mother accepting the lustful challenge of taking all of it I just as much as he wanted to give it to her. Fuck yes, he could see by the excitement in her hooded eyes that she wanted to feel the full length and girth of that powerful cock stretching her and filling her like never before.
"Are you okay, Mom?" he asked as he reached up and tenderly stroked her face.
She turned her mouth and kissed his hand as she nodded. "Yes, baby, I'm better than okay. You feel wonderful inside me, but I've never had one as big as you before you." Normally, he'd ask if she wanted him to stop, but he could see by the fire in her eyes that she wasn't going to be satisfied until she had every last inch. "Just let me get used to it for a minute," she continued. "I'll tell you when."
With that, she pulled him in towards her, her warm breath firing his torched libido even more as she planted tender little kisses all over his face. He ran both of his hands up the front of her dress, filling his hands once more with her magnificent breasts. He hefted and squeezed them, amazed at the size and weight of them. Just touching those breasts after all the years of dreaming about them sent another pulse of steaming blood right to his already rock-hard cock. At the same time, he felt the muscles inside her tight cunt working, sending a rippling massage down the length of his rigid prick as she gently rocked her hips, welcoming the hard thick invader into her simmering depths. She was working it so good that Hunter was afraid he was going to go off right then and there. Fortunately, she drew her face back from his and looked into his eyes as she said, "Now, sweetheart, nice and slow, but don't stop."
Hunter felt his heart swell with excitement as he planted his feet firmly. He let go of her breasts and reached down, putting his hands beneath her splayed knees and raising her legs high. He could see the naughty look of desire on her face as she let him do with her as he wished. His hands slid further down her legs, his fingers circling her ankles. He lifted her feet up and apart, the draping panels of red silk falling away until she was spread open like a wishbone, her strappy high heels pointing at the ceiling.
"Get ready, Mom, I'm gonna make you scream with this," Hunter said as he started to flex forward. Both of them looked downward as he forced his cock deeper, the hot wet tissues inside her finally yielding, bathing his thrusting erection with their oily juices as they surrendered to the upcoming onslaught.
"OH FUCK..." his mother gasped loudly as she watched those last four inches disappear, the tight flesh inside her reluctantly parting as he went deeper, and deeper still, until the blunt head of his bone-hard erection bumped up against the gates of her womb, his midsection pressed tight against her flushed mound. That teasing touch of the tip of the broad crimson crown against her cervix was like a finger pulling the trigger.
"OH FUCCCCKKKKKKKKKK..." Hunter's mother shrieked loudly as a mind-numbing climax shot through her. He continued to hold her legs wide apart as she came, her backside shifting frantically on the little table as she gyrated through her orgasm, her whole body shaking and quivering as she came, her eyes closed in bliss as she gasped for air. As she gushed all over his midsection, he rolled his hips, stirring her insides, making it even better for her as every long thick inch of his buried cock rubbed salaciously along her tight coital walls. She reached down and grasped the edge of the table, her grip so hard that her knuckles turned white.
She came for a long time, and when the intense sensations started to ebb away, Hunter slowly drew backwards, glancing down at the shiny coating of juices on his throbbing cock. Flushed with excitement himself, he waited until he could see everything except the engorged crown, the gripping muscles inside her telling him she wasn't letting go as she clamped down on him possessively. With a flex of his hips, he sent the thrusting rod deep once more, the hot tissues inside her steaming cunt paving the way to her cervix.
"OH FUCK...NOT AGAINNNNNNN..." she called out as another shattering orgasm ripped through her. She was spasming and shaking like crazy as she came for a second time in a row, but Hunter knew they were just getting started. Setting his feet firmly in place and with his hands holding her legs spread out wide, he started hammering it into her. The table was rocking and the mirror on the wall behind her was shaking, but Hunter didn't care. The intense sensations he was feeling from having his cock inside his mother after all these years of fantasizing about it had him losing control. He drove it balls-deep with each vigorous thrust, knowing she could take it.
"YES...YES...OH FUCK...YESSSSSS," she screeched as another climax raced through her twitching body. She was covered with perspiration, but he could see that she was blissfully happy, her eyes hooded with lust as she let the luxurious sensations of one orgasm after another roll through her. Just watching her like that was enough to trip Hunter over the edge. He felt his balls draw up and he slammed the full length into her, bottoming out at the precise moment his cock started to shoot.
"OH MY GODDDDD..." she groaned low in her throat as she started to shake like a ragdoll, climaxing again at the same time as her son. Hunter was beside himself, his body wracked with luxurious sensations he had only dreamed of. He was totally pouring himself into her as he came, flooding her insides as he totally unloaded. As his cock continued to throb and spit, he could feel those wonderful muscles inside her hot mature cunt working their magic, pulling at his spewing cock to force out as much hot semen as he could give her. They came together for what seemed like a minute before the intensity started to dwindle, leaving both of them gasping and breathless.
"Oh Hunter, that was incredible," his mother said lovingly as he lowered her legs down towards the floor. She finally let go of the edge of the table and reached forward for him, her hands circling his neck as she pulled him in for a kiss. This kiss was different, it wasn't the torrid savage kiss they'd had a few minutes ago in the heat of passion. This kiss was tender, caring, loving, the kiss of lovers, which both of them knew they had just become. In that blissful instant when they came together, they had passed that taboo barrier, going from mother and son to lovers. And the tenderness of that kiss, the pure heart-swelling love that he felt for her, and that he could tell she felt too, told him that they both wanted more, a lot more. They held and caressed each other as they kissed, exploring each other's bodies as he kept his prick buried inside her.
"Do you know how long I've been wanting to do that?" she whispered as she nipped at his earlobe.
"Not as long as I have," he replied, running his hand up the front of her chest and cupping one gigantic breast.
"It looks like we both wanted something we thought we could never have," she continued. "But now that we've started, I don't want to ever stop."
"Neither do I, Mom."
"Here, baby, there's something I've wanted to do forever," she said as she pushed him back slightly. Hunter got it and gently flexed backwards, his cock coming out of her in a noisy slippery rush. They both looked down as a thick strand of cloudy white semen spewed from her gaping snatch, the creamy ribbon of spunk gathering and pooling on the table beneath her.
"Oh my god, look at all that cum. I love it," she cooed as she looked down between her widely-spread thighs.
His mother couldn't seem to control herself, dropping to her knees right in front of him. His semi-hard cock stood out from between the tails of his shirt perpendicular to his body, the long thick shaft shining with their combined juices. His mother swooped in and gobbled it up, taking the glistening knob into her mouth and starting to suck. She sucked for a few seconds before pulling her mouth off and taking a long swipe up the lengthy shaft, licking up a silvery ribbon of spunk that grew into a puddle on her tongue. At the same time, she slid her hands up the front of his powerful thighs, her red-tipped fingernails scratching lightly around the shaven base of his cock.
"Oh fuck yeah. Eat it, Mom, eat all of that cum. That's just the start. You're gonna get so much more of that medicine before we're done." He was thrilled to hear the needy little whimper that came from her throat as she continued sucking and licking, lapping up every creamy drop of their combined juices. He reached down and ran his fingers through her silky blond hair. By this time, the loose bun at the back of her head had come almost totally unravelled, her honey-colored locks swirling about her face seductively as she ardently worshipped his cock. With his fingers holding her head, he moved her eagerly working mouth up and down and all along his glistening cock as she licked him clean, drawing clumps of jizz and her own creamy nectar deep into her belly. Hunter loved what she was doing, but he wanted to continue it upstairs, in her bed, her marital bed, the bed he'd dreamed about fucking her in forever. He reluctantly pulled her sucking mouth off his cock, her pursed lips coming off his resurgent prick with an audible "Pop!"
"C'mon, Mom, it's time to go upstairs, where we can do this properly."
"Just a second, I don't want to let this go to waste." He watched as his mother turned on her knees and started licking up the puddle of cum that had splooshed out of her onto the table. He smiled as he watched her press the flat paddle of her broad tongue into the murky pool of spunk and drag it across the surface, sucking it up noisily at the same time. She made nasty wet sucking sounds as she drew the globby wads of semen into her mouth. It took a few swipes, but she wouldn't get up until she had it all.
"I love the taste of your cum," she said as she looked up at him and swallowed, her eyes gleaming with arousal. "While we've got this time together, I want to swallow as much of it as I can."
Hunter smiled and gave a perfunctory little bow. "Like I said, Milady, I'm here to serve in any way I can. I'll give you as many doses of medicine as you can take."
Helping her to her feet, he slid his hand around her slim waist as they made their way up the stairs. Once they were in the large master bedroom, he pulled off his tie and all but tore off his shirt, anxious to get at his mother once more.
"Slow down there a second, tiger," his mother said, her eyes continuing to flick down continuously to the large swaying member hanging out from between his legs. "Let's take a shower together first. I can feel this dress sticking to my backside like crazy, plus, I want to put on something for you that I think you're going to like."
Having a definite fetish for sexy lingerie, that idea sounded perfect to Hunter. He knew from all the times he'd raided his mother's dresser drawers over the years that she loved pretty things like that just as much. He couldn't wait to see what she had in mind.
He joined her in the big glass and marble-walled shower. As the steaming pellets rained down on them, they kissed and held each other close. With their hands frothy with lather, they intimately washed each other, soapy hands gliding over soft mounds of flesh or along rigid pillars stiffened with young blood. They couldn't get enough of each other, Hunter's slippery hands constantly groping and hefting his mother's amazingly large breasts or caressing her curvy backside, while his mother's hands and slender soapy fingers never seemed to stray far from exploring the length of his tumescent member or heavy balls.
"Oh god, Mom, I've gotta fuck you again," Hunter whispered into her ear as her frothy hand corkscrewed teasingly along the full length of his achingly-engorged cock.
"Not just yet, sweetheart. Let's get rinsed off and then Mommy'll show what she can really do with this gorgeous cock of yours."
"You know we're not going to get much sleep tonight," Hunter said as they both turned into the pulsing spray.
"That's what I'm counting on," she replied before giving his swollen balls one last gentle squeeze before rinsing off.
*
Hunter lay in his mother's bed, his cock still almost totally erect, the single sheet tented over the swollen protuberance. There was no way that big cock of his was going down for the count until he'd gotten rid of many more loads. He'd been waiting his whole life for this, and he wasn't going to waste the chance he'd been given now. He looked down at his cock and flexed, a shiny bead of precum seeping through the sheet. He just had to think about his mother and his cock would start to lift and extend. And right now, he was definitely ready for more of that spectacular body of hers before he was done. Fuck no, he had a lot more cum he needed to get rid of before he was ready to sleep.
Leaving his mother in the shower next to her attached dressing room, he'd pulled the covers right off the bed, leaving only a single sheet and the big stack of pillows piled up against the wooden headboard. He'd turned on the bedside lights on both sides, wanting to make sure he had a good view of his mother in whatever she intended to wear for him. The soft light cast a warm amber glow across the bed, making his mother's marital bed look sensually intimate—the perfect setting for a loving son to fuck his mother within an inch of her life. And now he waited, his thrusting cock at the ready, and definitely in need of attention.
"My my, don't you look comfortable."
His mother's warm lilting voice made him look in her direction as she walked across the room and stood at the corner of the bed. Hunter couldn't help the little gasp he gave off as he stared at the bewitching enchantress standing before him. His mother looked incredible. She was wearing a merry widow corset in shiny sky-blue satin that was molded perfectly to her shapely hourglass figure. The bra cups were barely able to contain her breathtakingly huge 34Fs, the cups only covering a small portion of the tremendous mounds, ending just slightly above her nipples. The jam-packed cups were anchored in place by ribbons of black satin that fed over her shoulders, the slender straps straining to contain the incredible load they were carrying. The heavily-structured corset was pushing those massive tits together and up spectacularly, resulting in a dramatically long line of deep dark cleavage that was making Hunter salivate as he stared at the most perfect set of tits he had ever seen.
The vertical panels of the corset nipped in sensually as it followed the lines of her narrow waspish waist, before flowing out dramatically to the point where it ended over her wide flaring hips. From there, ribbon-like garters fed down her thighs to the broad band of her black stocking tops, where the garters bit into the sheer nylons, holding them in place. He smiled when he noticed that she wasn't wearing panties of any kind, as if she wanted to get down to business right away, which Hunter had no problem with whatsoever.
His eyes drifted down along the full length of her shapely legs, the whispery-thin nylons making him shiver with excitement. He looked lower, following her legs down past her dimpled knees, taking in her full calves, her slender ankles, all the way down to her delicate feet, at which point he couldn't help but let out an audible sigh again.
Her feet were clad in just about the sexiest shoes he'd ever seen. They were sky-high black stilettos with rapier-like 5" heels and wickedly pointed toes, complete with a slender black strap that circled each of her trim ankles. They were the kind of shoes that if any man saw a woman wearing those on the street, he'd stop dead in his tracks and stare, with his cock on the rise. Those shoes were that fucking sexy all on their own. But with the corset and stockings, fuck...when he looked at those shoes and then back up along her shapely toned legs, Hunter couldn't help it when his surging cock gave another pulse, with more precum seeping into the sheet tented over the swollen tip.
He drew his gaze back up to her face. She'd redone her makeup and hair. Her eyes were exotic and smoky, her lips a slash of brilliant red that seemed to be calling out for a rock hard cock to plunge between. Her golden hair was fluffed up and looked wildly sexy, like a woman who wanted to be taken to bed and fucked for hours on end, which was exactly what Hunter planned on doing.
The finishing touch to her outfit was the black lace choker that circled her neck. Hunter thought he'd never seen anything so innocuous, and yet so incredibly erotic at the same time. Again, his cock throbbed as he looked at the band of lace wrapped snugly around her long regal neck, another surge of precum soaking into the sheet.
He'd never seen his mother look more beautiful in his entire life, or even in his dreams. This dizzying display of pulchritude standing before him went beyond anything he'd imagined, anything he'd ever fantasized about, and the best part: she was real, it was his mother that he'd lusted after for all these years and, at least for tonight, she was his.
"Hmm, by the looks of the way that monster under the covers is behaving, it looks like you approve," his mother said teasingly as she slid onto the edge of the bed and rubbed her finger over the tip of his cock, smiling as the stain on the sheet continued to grow beneath her rubbing fingertip.
"Jesus, Mom, you look incredible. I've never seen anything so beautiful and sexy in my whole life."
"You're not so bad yourself," she replied as she slowly drew back the sheet, his enormous erection pointing to the stars. Now it was her turn to give a little gasp, her eyes taking in the erotic sight of his huge throbbing cock. "My god, it's so big...so fucking..." She paused as her hand went to the thick base as she turned to him. "And I want it in me, in me everywhere, all night long."
She leaned forward and kissed him, both of them electrified with desire as he pulled her close, her big heavy tits crushed and spread out against his muscular chest as his mouth sought out hers. They couldn't get enough of each other, and Hunter could see that his mother wanted him just as much as he wanted her.
With her hand stroking his thrusting erection, she drew her mouth back from the kiss, both of them gasping. "I want this beautiful cock of yours in my ass this time. Just like you did to me on that table in the hallway, I want every last inch inside me."
Fuck yes! Hunter thought as he scrambled out from beneath her as she got onto all fours in the middle of the bed. She shifted into just the right position, then arched her back, presenting her big round ass up to him to do with as he pleased.
Hunter was almost mesmerized by the gorgeous sight before him. His mother's corset, stockings and garters framed her full curvy bum enticingly. Once he was positioned behind her, she leaned forward until her face was pressed into the pillow she'd pulled beneath her and arched her back even further, her warm crevice provocatively spreading open to reveal her smooth pink bumhole. Hunter could see it glistening lewdly, and knew his mother had lubed up in advance. Just thinking that she had done that sent another surging jolt of blood to his already-engorged cock.
"God, Mom, you have the most beautiful ass I've ever seen," he said as he moved between her spread thighs on his knees, his hands gripping her hips firmly after he'd nestled the broad tip of his prick up tight against her tight shiny hole.
"Mmm, that feels good, baby," his mother said as she wantonly pushed back at him, rolling her hips to let him know she was ready. Not wanting to deny his mother what she wanted because, after all, it was Christmas, Hunter gripped her hips firmly and started to push, watching the erotic sight of her tender little starfish stretching and slowly opening to allow him inside. He kept pushing, straining against the tight muscle as he felt her will it to relax, and then, he popped inside, the tight ring spreading blissfully open before closing down just past the thick coronal ridge.
"OH FUCK...SO BIG...SO FUCKING BIG..." his mother said as she let out a deep groan. But Hunter could tell that it was a groan of pleasure more than pain. Her ass felt sinfully hot and deliciously tight, and he wanted to experience the ultimate depths of what that luxurious chute had to offer. Setting himself in position on his knees behind her, Hunter drove his turgid prick deeper, watching it slip into her slick opening as inch after inch disappeared from view into her steaming guts.
"Yes...yes...oh fuck yes..." His mother continued to gasp and he saw her grip the pillow she'd pulled beneath her head tightly as he went deeper, until finally, his shaven groin pressed up tight against her curvy backside, every last inch stuffed deep inside her needy backside.
"OH FUCK...SO GOOD...SO FUCKING GOOD," his mother groaned loudly as he felt her flex and push back against him. Inspired by her lusty need, he slowly drew back until the broad flared head pulled against the constricting ring, and then he levered his hips forward vigorously, hammering his hard cock into her gripping chute.
"OH FUCK...I'M GONNA...I'M GONNA COME!" she wailed as she started to go off.
Hunter held onto her hips and kept thrusting his prick back and forth, the flared crimson crown tearing back and forth across the hot wet tissues inside her. She was thrashing about as her climax shot through her, her big curvy backside shaking from side to side as she ground herself back against him. Hunter held on, riding out her orgasm right along with her, and when it dwindled, he started up again, absolutely pounding his cock deep into her ass as he drove every last inch into her time and time again. She had a smoking-hot body made to take a lot of cock, and he planned to do exactly that.
She came for a second time, and then a third, moaning and groaning like a wild animal as she thrashed about beneath him, but continuing to roll her wide motherly hips and grind herself back against that rock-hard cock as her mind-numbing climaxes coursed through her one right after the other.
As she approached her fourth release, Hunter couldn't take it any more, her hot tight chute was just too much to resist. With his pleasure level rising, he slammed it as far into her as he could, plundering that tender little opening before he finally went off, flooding her bowels with a massive load of cum. He felt her tightening that constricting ring rhythmically as he climaxed, working to draw as much cum out of him as he had to give. He could feel her own orgasm hit, both of them surrendering their bodies to the luxurious sensations shooting through them.
They stayed in place as they recovered, with Hunter drawing in deep breaths of air as his heartrate gradually slowed. His mother had an amazing ass, there was no doubt about, he thought to himself as he looked at the glistening little hole, the constricting ring stretched tightly around the broad root of his cock. He slowly withdrew, watching the tender ring pull back as she continued to cling to him, as if she never wanted to let his prodigious member out of her welcoming back door. Hunter knew that was a door he was going to go through many times from now on.
He finally pulled right out, the tiny aperture winking shut, but not before a thick pearly strand of cum slid forth, oozing out of the abused little hole and dripping nastily onto the sheets. He knew those sheets would be a lot messier before the night was over. Hunter loved the luridness of it all, and just watching his milky semen leaking out of her was stirring his juices already. He wanted to give her as much as she could take, stuff every hole of hers full of cock, thick hard cock, her own son's cock. And make sure he kept her well-fed. She said she loved the stuff, and he was going to make sure she didn't go hungry. Yes, he'd feed her all the cum she could take. He'd give her a pint of the stuff before he was done with her tonight.
"Mom, that was un-fucking-believable," Hunter said as he lay down next to her and she snuggled up against him. "It felt like your ass was on fire."
"Mmm, you can put that fire out with that big hose of yours anytime," she cooed as her hand strayed back to his cock, which lay long and limber across his abdomen. "I wasn't sure if I could take this monster at first, but it felt wonderful, every last inch of it." Her fingers traced along the length of his veiny shaft, causing a pulse of blood to course into his prick once more.
"Well, I'll make sure you feel that wonderful a lot from now on," Hunter replied as he kissed her tenderly on the forehead.
"Hmm, I might just have to keep you to that promise." She smiled as she looked down at his spent member, the heavy shaft growing in her hand. "Oh my, you're going to be ready to go again already?" she asked as she circled her fingers around the stiffening shaft.
"Where you're concerned, Mom, I'm pretty sure I'll be staying hard all night long."
Hunter knew his own body, and he knew that wasn't an exaggeration. He knew he'd been lucky enough not only to have been blessed with a member the size of his, but also with a bountiful amount of sexual endurance and energy. Some of the women he'd been with were amazed at how he could keep going, and how much cum he shot every time he climaxed. "I like to come a lot," Hunter would almost jokingly say, "and when I say 'a lot' I don't just mean 'often'." His mother had already enjoyed swallowing some of his enormous loads, and he knew she'd be getting a full belly of the stuff by the time he was done.
"Mmm, that sounds perfect," his mother said as her hand had his resurgent member growing quickly. Just then, her cell phone that she'd placed next to the bed rang.
"It's your father," she said as she sat up straighter and reached for the phone.
"Put him on speaker," Hunter said quickly as he shifted up onto his knees. "Don't worry, I won't make a sound."
"Hi, honey," his mother said as she lay back on the stack of pillows resting against the headboard. "What time is it there? It must be late."
"It's a little past midnight," Hunter heard his father say, the words seeming to echo across the room. "I couldn't sleep and, since it's past midnight, I wanted to say Merry Christmas."
As his father had been speaking, Hunter shifted over on the bed and pushed his mother's legs open, taking his place between them as he lay on his stomach, his mouth mere inches away from her creamy pussy.
"Oh, that's so sweet of you," his mother said as she put the phone down on the bed beside her. As she and Hunter exchanged a knowing look, she reached down and slid her fingers into his hair, pulling his face to her dripping cunt. "But you didn't have to do that, honey. You should really get some sleep."
"Yeah, I know. I'm just sorry that I can't be there. Is Hunter behaving?"
Mother and son exchanged a naughty glance. "Yes, he's been a very good boy." She rolled her hips as Hunter's tongue slid deep into her pleasure-groove. "Having him home has been just the thing I've needed. We've kind of been doing that mother/son bonding thing, if you know what I mean."
"I'm so glad. I know how much you were looking forward to him being there."
"Yes, I know it's a shame that you can't be here, but we are making the most of it, kind of getting to know each other again, on a deeper level this time, much deeper."
Hunter couldn't help but smile inwardly after his mother said that, seconding her words by sending his tongue as deep inside her as he could get it, running the tip over the sensitive tissues on the roof of her vagina.
"That's great. I want you two to make the most of your time together."
"Yes, we've been having a wonderful time together. Hunter's been filling me in since he's been home."
She gave Hunter another lascivious wink.
"Filling you in?" Hunter could hear the curiosity in his father's voice.
"Oh, I'm sorry, I meant to say he's filling me in on what he's been doing. School, his interviews, that kind of thing. 'Filling me in', silly me."
"That's so nice. And you should make sure that he has a good time too. He's home for such a short time. You should do what you can to make it special for him."
"Well, I'll do my best. Hopefully he can go back with some fond memories of his old mom."
If you only knew, Dad, Hunter thought as he licked up the front of her drooling slit, his lips circling the stiff bud of her swollen clit.
"Aaahh..." His mother let out an audible sigh as Hunter rolled his tongue all around the sensitive bud.
"What was that? Are you okay, dear?"
"Yes, I'm fine," Hunter's mother said as she entwined her fingers deeper into her son's wavy hair, pulling him harder against her flushed mound. "I just stubbed my toe on the corner of the bed. We got back from dinner with the Suttons a little while ago and I'm just getting changed now."
"Did everything go okay? Did you and Hunter have a good time?"
"We all missed you, dear, including the Suttons. But, I think everybody had a nice time. Hunter seemed to enjoy some of the finger foods he tried, and I had a wonderful liqueur right at the end of the night. It was so good I feel like I can still taste it now."
"Huh. That's nice. What was it?"
"I'm not sure. Hunter got it made special for me."
"Hmm, I'll have to ask him. Maybe I should try some."
"I don't really think you'd care for it. You're more of a beer, steak and potatoes kind of guy."
"I guess you're right. Anyway, more bad news, sorry to say. The airline called about an hour ago. It looks like this storm isn't going to let up anytime soon. Apparently we could be stuck here for days."
Hunter looked up, his eyes sparkling with excitement.
"Oh, honey, that's so awful," his mother said, a similar twinkle in her eye as she pulled Hunter's mouth back against her juicy twat, wanting more.
"Yeah, apparently the radar weather guys say the storm is just sitting over the whole Northeast and is gonna stay there until it blows itself out. It doesn't look good."
"At least you're safe, that's what counts." Hunter kept licking as his mother started to roll her wide matronly hips up and down against his face, covering him with her creamy goodness. He continued to run his tongue and lips greedily all over her dripping cunt, feeling her pleasure level escalate. "Oh honey, I better go. I was running a bath when you called and I forgot about it while we've been talking."
"Okay, sweetheart. You better go. Say Merry Christmas to Hunter for me. Love you."
"Love you too," his mother said quickly before reaching over and ending the call. "Oh god, baby, you've got me so close."
Hunter redoubled his efforts as his mother reached down and pulled him close once more, grinding her seeping twat hard against his messy face. "OH FUCK...THAT'S IT...PUT THAT TONGUE RIGHT THERE...RIGHT THERE...YESSSSSSSSS" she hissed loudly as she came, shaking and convulsing like an overheated machine about to explode. Hunter kept his mouth busy on her throbbing pussy, licking and sucking as she sprayed his face with her creamy nectar.
"I think you liked that, Mom," he said once the wracking sensations of her climax started to ebb away and she relaxed back into the bed. "How about we go for another one, okay?" He was happy to see his mother give him another naughty smile as she nodded enthusiastically, pulling him closer until his tongue slid deep inside her once more.
*
They spent the rest of the night fucking in every positional imaginable. Hunter was surprised that his mother could keep up with him, but the more cock he gave her, the more she wanted. As she had asked, every time he came, his load ended up in her mouth one way or another. If he filled her pussy with the stuff, she wasn't satisfied until he'd sucked it out and drooled the creamy load between her eagerly parted lips. Sometimes he'd pull out and spray it all over face, and then use the blunt head of his cock to snowplow it into her welcoming mouth.
He pulled her huge tits out of her corset at one point, straddling her chest after she'd oiled them up with baby oil. As she'd pressed the voluminous orbs against his throbbing cock, he'd plunged it back and forth into the hot oily channel of her cleavage, ending up holding the engorged tip right between her parted lips just when he was ready to come. He flooded her mouth with a torrent of jizz, his semen brilliant white and chock full of sperm. She swallowed eagerly and then pulled him to her as she sat higher in the bed, letting him fuck her face as he held onto the headboard until he was hard and ready to go again, her face and tits a frothy mess of her drooling saliva.
She rode him a number of times, bucking like a bronco as she came time and time again as Hunter reached up the front of her body and filled his hands with her mouth-watering tits. She never tired, and neither did he.
*
It was almost dawn before they both drifted off into a peaceful sleep, both of them exhausted but blissfully content. Hunter woke in the late morning to find his mother between his legs, her head bobbing slowly up and down on his painfully erect cock.
"Give me some breakfast, baby," she said before driving her mouth far down on his thrusting erection. A short time later, Hunter did exactly that, another huge load splashing across her tonsils. When they did eat, she just picked at her fruit plate, saying she wasn't hungry after all the jizz she'd swallowed the night before. Hunter laughed at that, and then pulled her onto his lap at the table. She willingly complied, shifting her body forward and taking his cock right into her needy ass. She rocked back and forth, his big hard cock plundering her hot chute before her wriggling backside caused him to blow, flooding her bowels with another sizzling batch of spunk.
In the early afternoon, Hunter's father called again, letting them know that there was still no movement on the storm. It looked like it was still going to be days before he could get home. This time he asked to speak to Hunter. With Hunter carrying on a conversation with his father, his mother was between his parted thighs, sucking and slurping hungrily. Hunter didn't even have a chance to end the call as his mother vacuumed another load right out of him. Hunter had to bite his fist to prevent his father from hearing his groan of pleasure.
After another shower together, his mother changed into another sexy outfit. This time it was a white satin bustier, with reinforced bra cups which made her huge breasts look absolutely breathtaking. With the sexy bustier, she wore white thigh-high stockings, with broad elasticized bands at the tops that hugged her upper thighs enticingly. She completed the outfit with a pair of white high-heeled slingbacks, the pointiness of the toes setting Hunter's teeth on edge.
"Do you like my Christmas stockings, baby?" she asked as she tilted her head suggestively at him.
"Oh fuck, yes," Hunter replied as he slid out of bed. With his cock at full salute, he made her grab the back of her dressing room chair as he bent her over, slamming his cock in and out of her dripping cunt for a while before yanking it out and shuttling it back and forth inside her slippery ass. He kept alternating between her two hot holes as he reached beneath her and mauled her heavy tits, taking her to multiple orgasms before finally going off once more, basting the insides of her steaming box like a Christmas turkey. After he came, she once again spun around and licked him clean, taking as much of his cum into her belly as she could get.
At one point as they lay together in bed after she'd ridden him until he'd brought her to five orgasms in a row and Hunter had flipped her over before pulling out and blowing off on her tits, they lay there in each other's arms, talking quietly. As they talked, Hunter told her what had happened the day before. He told her how he'd come home early to surprise her, only to find the surprise was on him when he'd discovered her masturbating, and calling out his name. Rather than be upset, she was even more turned on. She pulled out her double-ended dildo and showed him. As Hunter was busy recovering from his last climax, she asked him to use it on her. He eagerly did as she asked, kneeling between her spread legs as he worked the big dildo in and out of her clutching holes. He brought to four more orgasms before he withdrew the toy with a noisy slurp from her clutching holes, the flesh-toned rubber dripping with her juices.
Watching it all had gotten Hunter back in the game, and he launched himself onto her as he lifted her nylon-clad legs and pinned them back over her shoulders, all but crucifying her as he nailed her deep into the mattress with the hard fleshy stake between his legs. As he fucked her good and hard, she just kept coming, spasming and convulsing like a crazy wind-up toy gone berserk. But Hunter loved it, loved all of it. This time, when he was finally ready to blow, he climbed up over her and plugged his throbbing cock between her parted lips, flooding her with what she craved as he unloaded a massive batch of semen deep into her avidly sucking mouth.
As he lay beside her, she snuggled up and purred like a kitten, pushing a stray wad of cum off her chin and into her mouth, smacking her lips as she swallowed it down. She gave a little burp, and Hunter smiled, her breath smelling like cum. With all that she'd swallowed over the past number of hours, he wasn't surprised.
"You know, Mom," Hunter said, "I know how much you love Christmas, but I have to say I think you like me better than Santa."
"Why do you say that, sweetheart," she replied, her fingers reaching down to toy with his cock once more.
"Well, to start with, I'm in a lot better shape than Santa. I bet he doesn't have a cock like that one you're playing with right now."
"Well, I don't really know that for sure," she said teasinly as her fingers circled the long thick tube, "but I'll give you a point for that one."
Under her experienced manipulation, Hunter could feel his cock on the rise again already. "And I'm definitely cuter."
"I don't know, Santa is pretty cute you know." Her hand squeezed gently as she started to pump, the blood flowing quickly back as his cock grew beneath her talented fingers.
"Well the most important reason you like me better than Santa is pretty obvious," Hunter added as he looked down at her chest as she snuggled into him, the sight of her huge tits in the sexy bustier sending another surge of blood to his stiffening cock.
"What's that, sweetie?" she asked, his cock almost totally erect in her pumping hand at this point.
"I know you like me better than Santa for one important reason: I come more than once a year."
His mother couldn't help the broad smile that broke out over her pretty face. "Thank God for that. Show me, baby," she said as she rolled onto her back and pulled him on top of her.
When her sexy high heels came up and she crossed them over Hunter's muscular backside, he slid all the way home, giving her every last inch in one smooth stroke before bottoming out, his body pressed tightly to hers. She brought her arms up, circling around his neck as she pulled him in for another kiss. When he pulled back from the kiss, she was looking up at him, her eyes alive, with both lust, and love.
"Merry Christmas, Mom. I love you," he whispered tenderly.
"I love you too, baby, more than you know," she replied, her voice dripping with emotion. "Now, show Mommy how many more times than Santa you can come."
HARD CHRISTMAS
The white snowflakes whirled against the darkness, caught in my headlights, and rushed up against the windshield of my car. I was perhaps driving a bit faster than I should have, considering the weather, but I was anxious to get home. The winter holidays were finally here. I had been looking forward to it, what with all the assignments and studying in college. It would feel good to get away from it all and spend some time with my mother, as well as my relatives.
Mom had been living alone since I moved out, so I made sure stay over on the weekends as often as I could. I still considered it my home. We lived in a suburb to a larger city, so it would have been an easy commute, but at 21 I still felt the need to have my own place. Luckily, my car, an old Nissa Altima, allowed me the option to visit often and still maintain a social life. The trip only took me about 40 minutes or so.
'Last Christmas' was playing on the radio as I turned into the streets of my childhood. Same songs every year, as far back as I could remember. I didn't mind. I liked the repetition, the tradition. Same streets, same people, same white snow I used to build my crappy snowmen from.
Same house. I parked the car on the driveway, in front of the garage. I walked up to the door through a thick layer of snow, creaking satisfyingly under my steps. I put down my bag and rang the bell.
Victoria, my mother, opened the door with a smile on her face. She was wearing jeans and a white top which hugged closely to her form, revealing the shape of her well sized breasts. Her chestnut colored hair lay over her shoulders in twirls. My mother, who was 42, looked great for her age. Hell, she looked great for any age.
"Hey there hot stuff!" Mom greeted. She used some inventive pet names for me at times.
"Hi Mom!" I answered, as she came over and hugged me tightly.
"Merry Christmas," she added as she held me in her embrace. I could feel her tits being mushed against me. Even through my jacket the feeling of her breasts against me made inappropriate thoughts flash through my mind.
I should probably add that older women had always been a huge turn on for me. Later, that preference had evolved into fantasies specifically about the sexiest older woman I knew of, which was my mother. Actually, scratch that. Sexiest woman I knew of, regardless of age.
I almost exclusively searched for porn with women who looked like her, and frequented sites with mother and son incest stories. That's all it was though. Stories and fantasies. I knew very well thatthat was never going to happened, and I was fine with it. I would never jeopardize the relationship with my mother for one of my dumb, depraved fantasies. At least, so I had always thought.
"Merry Christmas to you too Mom," I added, a bit late. "You look great!"
"Thanks sweetie!" She beamed at the attention. "I made myself look extra good today, since my only son is coming home for the holiday. You haven't seen him have you? A dark haired, handsome boy with an amused grin on his face?"
I couldn't help smiling at her.
"There he is," she said playfully and surprised me by leaning in and planting a kiss right on my lips.
"Mom!" I exclaimed.
"What? You're standing under the Mistletoe," she explained and pointed behind me, above the door. I turned to look.
"Like you didn't put that there on purpose," I commented. Not that I minded.
"Oh, relax. It's just a 'Christmas kiss'. I'm just so exited to have you home with me for this long."
"And the rest of our relatives?" I asked.
"Ah, yeah. Them too, of course," she answered, with less enthusiasm. "Which reminds me, I better take this down now so your uncle Tom doesn't get any ideas."
I chuckled as she reached around me and took the plant down. Tom would try almost anything he thought he could get away with when it came to Mom, especially with some eggnog in him. It never got him anything from her though, other than cold looks.
I took off my jacket and carried my bag into my room.
"Nick! You want some coffee?" Mom called from the kitchen.
"Sure," I called back and began unpacking.
The presents lay hidden under layers of clothes in my sports bag. A couple of toys for the younger relatives in the family and a bottle of perfume for Mom. Mom had handled bying the rest of our shared gifts for the others. "Shared", even though she insisted on not letting me help pay for them.
I took the gift wrapped box with the perfume and hid it under the pillow on my bed and let the rest sit on my desk.
Mom was waiting by the dinner table, two steaming cups of coffee in front of her.
"All set up?" she asked and handed me a cup.
"Yep, there's not a lot to unpack."
Mom was sitting with the steaming cup held in both hands, holding it up to her face and blowing on it to try and cool it down. She sat leaned forward with her elbows on the table, pushing her breasts together between her arms. She smiled at me, her mouth half hidden. I quickly tore my eyes away from her, to make my attraction less obvious.
Fuck, she's hot... I thought as I looked around for something else to focus on.
"Oh, is that this year's tree?" I asked, noticing the pine tree in the living room. The dining room was basically one with the living room, the majority of walls between the two knocked down to make a larger and more open area. I had noticed the tree before, but I needed something to talk about.
"You like it? I picked it up earlier today. I thought we could decorate it tomorrow evening together with everyone else."
"Sure, sounds good. So they're flying in tomorrow then?" I asked.
"Yeah, Jen and the rest of the gang are on the same flight tomorrow, and your aunt is driving over with her family and Tom," she explained. Jen being her sister and the rest of family coming from my late father's side of the family.
"It was snowing like crazy on the way here though, they might want to take it easy if they are going out on the roads," I suggested, even though I had been going a bit too fast myself.
"I'll make sure to tell them," Mom said, smiling. She fell silent for a moment, gazing at me and with a grin on her face.
"What?" I asked.
"Oh, nothing. I just can't believe how grown up you've become."
"Come on, Mom..." I said, a little embarrassed, even though I appreciated that she saw me as more of a man.
We sat in silence for a moment, sipping our coffee. The only sound that could be heard was the low ticking from a clock. It wasn't an uncomfortable silence though, like it could be with other people.
"How is Tammy, by the way?" Mom asked, breaking the silence.
"Oh. Um, she's fine. I was going to tell you. We kind of broke up."
Mom looked surprised at that. "Really? Why?"
"I don't know. It just didn't work out is all..." I said.
"That's too bad. I liked her." Mom sighed to herself. "I get that you don't want to be tied down, but you reallyshould try to stay in a relationship for longer than a month some time, Nick," she admonished.
"It just didn't feel right," I tried to explain.
"Well, whatwould feel right?" she asked. Looking genuinely curious.
"I don't know..." I answered, shrugging.A mature woman, I thought to myself.Someone like you, Mom. But I couldn't say that.
"Huh," She didn't look too happy with that answer, but seemed to accept it. "Oh well, you're still young. You'll figure it out. It's not like you're going to have any problems on that front," she murmured.
"What about you?" I asked, changing the subject.
"What about me what?" Mom asked, raising her eyebrow.
"You know. It's been a long time since you broke up with... um, George?" I tried.
"Jeff," Mom corrected me, looking less amused by the second.
"Yeah, Jeff. Haven't you hooked up with anyone new since then?"
"Hah, I'm not sure I should share that much. But no, there's not really anyone new," she answered.
"Why?" I asked, perhaps being a bit too pushy with my questioning. "I can't imagine you have any trouble attracting guys." Mom flashed me an appreciative smile at that.
"Well... It's more a question of attracting the rightkind of guys. At my age I can't be wasting my time with just anyone."
"I see," I said. I guess I understood that.
"Or maybe I'm just wasting too much time thinking about the one guy I can't have..." she whispered, but it came out louder than I think she had expected in the silence of the room.
Mom's cheeks flushed red and she coughed, then turned her attention to the coffee that remained in her mug. The atmosphere in the room changed, putting a stop to that conversation. I supposed she didn't like looking like some lovesick teenager in front of her son. I wondered who it could be though, but knew better than to ask.
After we put the coffee cups in the dishwasher we sat down on the couch and turned on the TV, breaking the silence with the sounds of commercials and sitcoms. It was getting pretty late in the evening but we still stayed up for a while, sitting close, enjoying each others company.
**
I woke up before Mom the day after. It was Christmas Eve. It wasn't snowing anymore but it was still overcast and thick layers of snow covered the ground. It must have snowed all night. I made myself some breakfast, most of which I ate while standing.
Mom had done a good job decorating the house. It looked like it always did on Christmas, decorated tastefully with mostly red, white and greens. A few decorative Santa Clauses and reindeers occupied their usual positions. It reminded me of all the previous Christmases in that house, all the way back to when my dad had still been alive.
I was still eating my sandwich from a plate, inspecting the pine tree when Mom walked in, wearing her bathrobe.
"Morning," she mumbled.
"Good morning," I replied.
Mom yawned and shambled over to the kitchen, sitting down on one of the stools in front of the free standing kitchen counter. I walked over and poured her some orange juice.
"Thanks honey," Mom said, smiling at me.
"So... What's the plan today? Everyone is coming over later right?" I asked.
"Well, I have to prepare some of the food," she said and looked outside," and I think someone needs to plow the driveway. We'll need space for one more car on the side of the road as well."
"I can do that. I'll plow the shit out of that snow," I answered, jokingly. Mom giggled at me.
"I'm so lucky I've got such a strong man here to help me," Mom retorted with an overly dramatic sigh.
"And don't you forget it," I said, winking at her.
We both fell into a bout of laughter at our silliness. That was what I liked most about my relationship with Mom, that we could joke and tease each other like that.
"Oh, and could you check the mailbox? I'm not dressed to be outside yet," Mom added.
"Sure thing."
I finished my breakfast and cleaned up after myself, glad to have access to a dishwasher again after staying at my small apartment in the city. I threw on my jacket and braved the thick layer of snow to get to the mailbox.
Strangely, someone had stuffed snow into the mailbox and I had to dig to get to its contents. I dug out the rest of the snow, wishing I had brought gloves, and tried to shake off the worst of it from the bundle of mail. I walked back inside, irritated at the dumb prank.
"Here," I said and handed Mom the slightly soggy mail. "Some kids must have stuffed the mailbox with snow."
"Snow?"
"Yeah, it was full of it, and the mail was shoved into the middle of it."
"Probably that old crone again," Mom muttered.
"Margret? Are you guys still fighting?" Margret and her husband lived in the house next to ours. She was about Mom's age and frankly not bad looking, though Mom was easily the prettier of the two of them.
"Only because she keeps fucking with me." The subject always seemed to make Mom uncharacteristically angry.
"Right... well, I'll get started with the plowing in a moment then," I said, changing the subject.
I didn't know exactly when or why their "feud" had begun, but it had dragged on for quite some time now. It would probably be better to avoid the subject.
I was going to leave but caught myself stopping to look at her cleavage instead while she was busy looking through the mail. Her robe was surprisingly loosely tied, revealing much of her impressive bosom. I tore my eyes away just as she noticed me standing there and looked up at me. I walked into my room before she could ask if I wanted anything.
I checked my phone, sorted through some of the clothes I was planning on wearing the next day and set my laptop on the desk before I decided it was time to get to work.
It was around noon when I walked outside, wearing stuffy winter clothes and fake leather gloves. I grabbed the snow shovel from the garage and set about shoveling snow. The driveway itself was fairly easy to get done, even though quite a bit of snow had fallen during the night. I brushed the worst of it off the roof and front of my car.
Next I had to clear out a parking spot for the third car that would be arriving. The driveway was fairly short and narrow. My mother's car occupied the garage itself and the driveway probably couldn't fit another car. Certainly not aunt Jen's SUV. Unfortunately the side of the road was covered in mounds of snow, and it seemed that the snowplow had come by to add to that pile this morning. The result was a waist high pile of packed snow for me to move.
To make matters worse the sky had darkened since I came out. It snowed ever so lightly, but it looked like it might get worse. There was nothing I could do about the weather though and I began moving the pile one scoop at a time.
I paced myself, lifting only as much snow with each scoop as I could handle without tiring myself out too quickly. I kept up the pace though, and after only ten or so minutes I started feeling a faint burning sensation in my muscles. I slowed my pace and kept going, taking five minute breaks every now and then. I honestly didn't mind the work. I did pretty much the same thing at the gym a few times a week after all.
By the time I was starting to see the end to my work the snowing had intensified. At the rate it was going I might have to come back out in the evening to finish the improvised parking space.
I finally finished and stepped back to admire my accomplishment. They would still have to move their car if anyone wanted to back out of the driveway, but I was confident there was more than enough space to park there comfortably and easily.
I felt how sweaty I had gotten once I stepped inside. I hung my clothes on the rack in the hall and shuffled into the kitchen, exhausted. Mom was preparing some the food for the next day.
"That took a while, huh?" she said, sounding sympathetic.
"Uh, yeah. It's fine though, Mom. Happy to help."
She was wearing a red apron, with a white sleeveless blouse underneath. The way the apron was tied around her waist and strained around her breasts only accentuated her sexy figure.
"Need any help?" I asked, watching her switch between preparing stuffing and making some sort of pie.
"No, I've got this," she replied, turning from the food. "You've already done enough sweetie."
She walked over and wrapped her arms around me, putting both her breasts and the rest of her body close up against me, in one of those barely appropriate hugs she was so fond of. Honestly, it was no wonder I'd developed an attraction to her. Mom breathed in deeply, making her tits push against me even harder and sending a twitch through my half hard cock.
"Mmm... You've really been working hard, haven't you?" she asked in a deep, almost sultry, voice.
Her hand was tracing my arm and stroking my defined, but not really that big, muscles through the fabric. I wondered if she even thought about how inappropriate some people would find her behavior, her being my mother and all. That was just how she was though, and I didn't complain.
"Um, yeah." I lifted part of my sweater on the side she wasn't leaning her head on and breathed in through my nose. "I really do smell, don't I? I'll go take that shower."
"Don't trouble yourself on my account. I think you smell wonderful like this," Mom said, breathing in my scent once again, while rubbing her leg along mine.
"T-thanks," I stuttered, feeling a full on boner coming.
Mom separated herself from me suddenly, and turned back to the food as if nothing had happened. I supposed that in her mind, nothinghad happened, even though I would have figured any other woman that acted like that around me was looking to get laid.
"Go shower off anyway, we have guests coming in tonight after all..." she said, still turned away from me, her voice sounding a bit odd.
"Right."
"Oh, and Nick?" she asked.
"Yes?"
"Well, we have a lot of guests coming in tonight. I was thinking about sleeping arrangements, and it might be better if Jen and her son get your room. If that's okay?"
"Um, sure. But where am I sleeping?"
"I was thinking I could bring a mattress into my room for you, but I don't think we have enough with all the people coming. My bed is big enough for two people, so..." She turned to look at me. "If you don't mind sleeping with your mother?"
I tried hard to ignore the other possible interpretation of that question. "Sure, of course I don't mind," I said, careful not to give away my excitement. It was only sleeping after all, but I was pretty sure she usually slept naked.
"Thanks, dear. I'll make the bed for us while you shower," she said, smiling softly.
I forced a few perverted thoughts out of my head before I headed over to the bathroom, taking my time enjoying the warm water of the shower. It always felt good to shower off after some physical exercise.
I wrapped myself in my towel, and after making sure I wouldn't drip too much I made my way back to my room. I was only covered by the towel around my waist and the bundle of clothes in my hands as I passed through the kitchen. Mom turned around at my approach, getting a good look at my naked torso. I smiled nervously at her and picked up my pace as I walked by, feeling her eyes on me the entire way.
As soon as I closed my door I let out a relieved sigh. I put my clothes on the bed and started getting dressed. I picked out a shirt which I wore with the sleeves rolled up and gray dress pants. With and nice looking belt to go with it. My cock resisted as I tried to fit it comfortably below the fabric. That short moment of walking past Mom half naked had gotten me surprisingly excited. It was a good thing the wrapped towel had held up or she might have gotten more to look at than she'd bargained for.
When I felt confident the bulge in my pants had mostly disappeared I left my room, walking back to the kitchen once again. Mom was still there and it looked like she was pretty much done with the food.
She whistled as she saw me walk in. "Wow, you clean up nicely young man," she complimented.
"Right?" I answered. On a whim I spun around, to give her the full view.
Rather than laugh, as I had expected, Mom let out an agreeing "Mmm..." and took her time inspecting me. I laughed it off and walked over to the living room, turning on the TV.
"Aren't you going to change out of that apron soon, Mom?" I said loudly from the other room.
"I was going to take a shower right after I was done with this. You'd better not used up all the warm water!" she shouted back.
The phone interrupted me before I could think of a quip to throw back at her.
"Yes?" Mom answered in the other room.
"Hi. Oh. But... oh, okay. Yeah..." I heard her respond. It seemed to be bad news, so I got up from the couch and walked back to the other room.
"You've already talked to them? Yes, I understand. No it's fine, really. Nick is here, yes. Okay." She handed the phone to me.
"Hello?" I answered.
"Hi Nick," aunt Jen greeted. "I was just talking with your mother. It seems there is a storm coming in and our flight has been canceled. I don't think we're going to make it there for Christmas."
"Oh..."
"I've called the others and they're in a similar situation, the roads are just too unsafe with the storm coming in." I looked outside and saw that, indeed, the weather had gotten worse since I was out there.
"It's good that you are there though. I hope it's okay if you and your mother celebrate Christmas by yourselves," she said, sounding apologetic.
"That's fine Jen," I answered. "There's nothing you can do about it. Better to be safe than sorry, right? We'll be fine."
"Thanks for understanding. You take care of your mother now, okay? And merry Christmas."
"Merry Christmas," I responded and hung up. "Well, looks like we're alone for Christmas..."
"Yeah... shit, what am I gonna do with all this food now?" Mom said, frowning. "Anyway, it's okay, Nick. As long as I've got you here I'll be just fine," she said, bringing me in for a long, close hug.
We spent the rest of the day just hanging around. Watching TV, and getting lost in our phones and tablets. You could tell by the mood that we were both a bit disappointed, having prepared for a lot more people to arrive. Now it was just the two of us.
**
"Here you go," Mom said, coming up from behind me where I sat in the sofa. She handed me one of the glasses she held.
She had just taken a shower, and was wearing tight jeans that showed off her perfect, toned ass and a brown sweater. I may have looked twice as she passed and sat down next to me on the couch.
"Eggnog?" I asked.
"Yes. I felt like we needed something to raise the mood in here. There's no reason we can't have fun on our own. I love spending time with you," she said affectionately.
"I love spending time with you too," I assured her and took a sip of the eggnog.
"Wow. Did you forget to put any eggs in, Mom?" I joked.
"Too strong for you, huh?" she teased, smiling wickedly.
"I'm in college, Mom. I think I can handle more than you." I returned her smile.
"Hah, we'll see about that," she said, as if challenging me.
The mood certainly got better. Mom got us another round of drinks as soon as we finished the first ones. It didn't take long before I was feeling a comfortable buzz.
We stayed on the couch well into the evening, drinking, eating junk food and watching junk television. Mom was even more affectionate than usual. She snuggled up against me and teased me, pushing her breasts against me on purpose and giggling at my reactions. She also tried to wrestle me onto my back during the commercials. I did the same, much more successfully.
After a while she ended up laying on her back across my lap, her tits rising and falling as she panted after our last wrestling match. Her breasts formed two considerable mounds under the brown sweater, and it had been pulled up so that a fair bit of her flat stomach was revealed. She was a very sexy sight to behold.
It seemed she had noticed how I was looking at her, because she suddenly grinned and then grabbed my hand, guiding it to her naked stomach.
"Do you think I'm hot?" she almost whispered.
Yes. "Um," I hesitated, feeling my face heat up. "I guess so."
"Guess so?" she pouted. "This guy seems to know so," she teased and rocked sideways, suddenly making me very aware of the erection that was poking her in the back. I hadn't even noticed getting hard.
"Fu- uh, shit. I'm sorry..." I mumbled and tried moving away from her. She giggled at my reaction. Unfortunately getting out from under her involved either throwing her off or scooting left or right until I got away. She stopped me with her hands just as her head aligned with my lap, my hard cock still very visible along the leg.
"It's fine sweetie," she assured, trying to sound serious. "I'm your mother after all. I am glad to see you've grown up nicely though," she added, her eyes level with my bulging erection.
"Mom!" I called out in surprise. That sent her bursting into another fit of laughter.
"I'm just teasing you," she said, sitting up with a smirk on her face.
"I think we might both be a little drunk," Mom said, pulling me in for a hug. "Mmm... I love you, Son," she said, sighing into my ear.
"I love you too, Mom," I replied, enjoying the warmth of her embrace.
Things went back to normal, and we spent another hour or two just hanging out, letting me forget the awkwardness.
Eventually, we decided it was time to turn in for the night. I left to brush my teeth and returned just as Mom turned off the TV.
"This was fun," Mom said, smiling at me.
"Yeah," I agreed. "We should drink together more often."
"Oh, I wouldn't want to corrupt you," Mom said.
"I don't know, I might like it," I joked.
She just looked at me, without answering, biting her lip.
"Well, good night, Mom," I said, and turned toward my room.
"And where are you going?" Mom asked.
"I was going to go to bed," I answered, confused.
"Did you forget I made the bed for you in my room?" she asked. "I mean, you could still sleep in yours if you'd like but I would have to get some new sheets out of the closet first..."
"Oh, right. No, it's fine. I'll just sleep with you."
"Good. I think it'll be fun," she said with a smirk.
I felt conflicted as I undressed in my mothers bedroom. On one hand the situation was exciting, especially the possibility of catching a glimpse of her naked body. On the other hand I really didn't want to take advantage of her trust, especially while she was drunk.
I lay on my side of the bed wearing only my boxer shorts. The bed was made to fit two people, but only barely. She returned from the bathroom and smiled at the sight of me.
"I'm going to undress now," she warned and began pulling her clothes off.
No "Turn around" or "Don't look". Just stating that she was going to undress, like I could decide for myself whether to watch or not.
No, I shouldn't think like that, I told myself. I regretfully looked away while she undressed and got beneath the sheets.
Mom turned off the light by her bed, leaving only the soft gleam from the hallway to illuminate us.
"This is nice. It's been forever since you came to sleep with me," she said, turning to me. I could only just make out her expression in the soft light.
"It probably wouldn't be appropriate for you to snuggle up to me like you used to do though," she added, smiling.
"Um, Mom?"
"Yes, darling?"
"Are you naked right now?" I asked, wanting to confirm my suspicions.
"Ah, yes," she answered. "Does that bother you?"
"No, that's fine. You might be right though. About the snuggling, I mean."
I heard her giggle in the darkness.
"Goodnight, Son," Mom said softly.
"Night, Mom."
**
Christmas morning. I woke up before Mom again. She looked absolutely stunning, laying next to me on her back. Even covered by the bed sheet the enticing form of her curves were evident. One leg lay uncovered and her breasts rose and fell with her breaths. The sheet only barely covered them though and each breath seemed to threaten to pull the white sheet away from her round mounds.
Through gargantuan effort I managed to avoid looking beneath the sheet and instead got dressed and left quietly.
The weather had cleared up but had left a thick layer of snow on the ground. I checked the forecast on my phone and they still predicted storms coming in later in parts of the surrounding area. Any flights that were still going would likely be fully booked. It seemed it was really going to be just me and Mom this Christmas.
I showered, only ate an apple to save space for the piles of food we had prepared. I sent some well wishes to friends over Facebook while I ate. Mom didn't wake up until eleven. She wandered up to me, sitting on the stool in the kitchen, and wrapped her arms around me.
"Mmm... I didn't notice you leave," she said, still sounding tired.
"Yeah, I kind of snuck out. I thought you might want to sleep in."
"That's nice of you..." Mom mumbled and nuzzled my neck.
"So what are we doing today?" I asked.
"I'm not sure. I guess we just celebrate like usual, the two of us," Mom suggested.
I actually kind of liked the idea that it would just be the two of us.
I walked outside and checked on my car while Mom took a shower. I brushed off as much snow as I could and tried the ignition, just to check that it worked.
When I got inside I found Mom wearing a long red dress, the kind that fit tightly around her body but with a long slit for the leg on one side to allow some freedom. She had put most of her hair up in a messy bun, with some hair still hanging loosely at the sides of her head, striking the balance between motherly and sexy.
"Wow," I spoke, taken aback by how alluring and elegant she looked.
"You like it?" she asked, turning and bending forward to show off how it clung to her form and giving me a better view of her cleavage in the process.
"I was going to take the opportunity to show off a bit," she admitted. "But since it's just you and me I guess I'll just have to show off to you," Mom said, chuckling to herself.
She went back to setting and decorating the table, bending forward in the process and pulling the material up around her ass. The fabric clung tightly to her bottom the whole time, showing off the perfect shape of it. Those exercises she did certainly payed off.
Fuck me, I thought. That's ridiculously hot...
She'd put a red table cloth over the table, then placed white plates and napkins, silver candlesticks and various other decorations on it. The table looked like it was set for a fancy date, with only the two of us attending.
Suddenly, the doorbell rang.
"I'll get it. Could you check on the turkey, Nick?" she asked.
Mom walked out into the hall and opened the door. Whoever it was sure didn't bring about any cries of happiness from Mom.
"Yes? And what do you want?" I heard her ask.
"Listen, Victoria," Margret's voice said. "I know we don't get along very well-"
"Yeah? And who's fault is that?" Mom interrupted. I suddenly felt the need to step in, before a fight broke out.
"Listen, I know I've been a bit-"
"A bit of a bitch," Mom supplied.
"A bit unfair to you," Margret finished, sounding agitated. "But it's Christmas, and I want to make amends. We are neighbors after all. So I've come with a peace offering, for you and your family."
Mom scoffed. "Sure you did. Hardly anyone is here anyway, because of the storm."
"Oh, that's... too bad... I'm sorry." She actually sounded like she meant that.
"It's just me and Mom," I added as I reached the door.
"Oh, Nick. You, at least, made it home for Christmas?"
"Yeah, but only me."
"Well, it's not all bad then," Margret said, sounding much more cheerful. Mom watched her nemesis with obvious suspicion.
"You can share this then," she continued. "Like I said, I come with a peace offering."
She held up a tray of frosted Christmas cookies, covered in plastic wrap.
"If you think I'm going to eat anything you've made..." Mom started.
"I promise they're not poisoned," Margret said, rolling her eyes. "Look."
She lifted off the plastic wrap and held the plate up toward Mom.
"Pick one. Any one you like, and I'll eat it."
Mom still looked doubtful but picked a cookie, from the middle of the pile, and handed it to Margret. She took a large bite out of it and proceeded to eat the whole thing in front of us.
"See? Nothing malicious," she assured. "Just take one. Please."
"Fine," Mom said and picked one.
Margret held out the plate to me and smiled as I chose one in the form of a Christmas tree and took a small bite. It didn't taste bad at all.
"I hope we can be better neighbors in the future, and merry Christmas to you both. I'm sure you'll enjoy it, even if it's just the two of you," she said, smiling and waving as she left.
Mom still look suspicious.
"Mom, maybe she really wants to put this feud, or whatever it is, behind her. She seemed sincere."
Mom scoffed but I waited patiently for her answer.
"Yeah, maybe..." she acceded.
We walked back inside. I finished my cookie, while Mom only ate half of hers and threw away the rest. Probably more because of who had made it than the taste of it, which to be fair was a bit odd.
It wasn't quite time to eat yet, so we sat down in front of the TV again. Honestly, we were much more active people when the temperature wasn't in the negative numbers.
We watched the news, showing a bunch of the usual feel-good Christmas reports. Mom sat next to me, in her elegant dress. I could feel myself get excited again. Instead of looking away though, I leaned back to catch a glimpse of her cleavage. That turned out to be a mistake, as I produced a very visible erection. I covered it up with my arms and focused on the news while I waited for it to pass.
That was the thing though. It didn't pass. My hard-on only got more intense as time went by, to the point where it started to feel painful. I tried hiding it, but Mom still noticed something was wrong.
"Hey, are you okay?" Mom asked, scooting closer to me.
"I'm fine," I said.
"Hmm... are you sure? You look a bit strange," she continued and put her hand on my forehead.
"I'm sure," I insisted.
"Okay..."
I tried very hard not to think any sexy thoughts, but for some reason I just couldn't get rid of my erection. Something was clearly wrong. I usually don't have any trouble getting it to stay up, but this was getting ridiculous.
"Come on, Nick. Are you sure you're feeling alright? Your face is all red," Mom asked once again.
"Well..." I wasn't sure how to put it. I suppose she noticed me glancing down though, because she moved my arms out of my lap, revealing my bulging hard-on.
"Oh," she said, sounding surprised and relieved rather than offended.
"It's... it's not going down..." I mumbled, trying to explain. The near painful hardness of my cock and the embarrassment was making it difficult to think properly.
"What do you mean?" Mom asked. She looked concerned again. "How long has it been like that?" she asked, pointing to my erection.
"A while. Since, we sat down..." I tried thinking back. "Since Margret came by," I added.
"Since you ate that cookie..." Mom said, her voice taking on a dangerous tone. "I've been feeling a bit odd since then too..."
She stood up and walked toward the front door.
"Hey! ...fuck," I swore and followed her, ignoring the steel rod grinding against my leg.
Mom was already out the door when I caught up. I quickly put on my shoes and followed.
She was standing in the snow on our front lawn, watching our neighbor's house.
"They're not home. That fucking bitch," she spat out as I reached her.
"Are you saying she... what? Laced the cookies she gave to us? She ate of them herself!" I said, figuring out what must have happened as soon as I finished talking.
Mom looked at me. "Viagra, probably..." she said.
"Fuck... Seriously? Why the fuck would she do that?" I was getting pretty angry myself.
"Because that's the kind of shit she pulls... Fucking whore!" she swore. I had never seen her that angry before. She turned and went back into the house, and I followed.
Inside, Mom was still fuming with anger.
"How fucking dare that old cunt bring you into this?" she cursed.
"Just... calm down, Mom," I tried.
"Sorry. I'm so sorry, Nick. Do you want me to call a doctor or something?" she asked.
"Ah, no. Please don't. I'll just... wait it out, I guess." I really didn't want track down a doctor on Christmas Day to explain my current predicament. I could probably just wait for the effect to pass.
I returned to the couch and tried to distract myself. Mom joined me after she'd calmed down somewhat. She still looked a bit pissed off, and concerned.
"Are you sure it's fine?" she asked.
"Kind of..." I answered.
Her sitting so close to me wasn't helping. Even when I wasn't looking I could feel her sitting next to me, in her sexy red dress, her wet lips contorted in concern as she watched my raging boner. Her leg, leaning up against mine, stuck out of the slit in the dress and was naked up the the thigh.
I really shouldn't think about such things, but I couldn't help myself.
"Sweetie... Maybe you should just go and, you know, take care of it," Mom suggested, not taking her eyes off my "problem".
Without a word, I left for the bathroom and did just that. It wasn't as easy as I would have thought though. Without any porn or other stimulation it took me about twenty minutes before I finally came, catching the load with some toilet paper.
The erection still persisted though, making me curse in frustration. That wasn't going to work either. I returned to the couch, and plan A, instead. I'd just wait, no matter how uncomfortable I was.
Mom noticed as soon as I returned.
"Jesus, Nick. Didn't it work?"
"No. Turns out it's not... enough, to jerk off," I said, not even thinking about how strange it was to have that conversation with my own mother.
"God, I'm so sorry sweetie..." she spoke, sitting close and running her hand through my hair. She was still keeping her eyes fixed on my erection. I wasn't sure what to make of that.
"Son..." she said softly. "This, um, might sound crazy but... what if I helped you out? If it's a question of stimulation, then..." She paused to breathe in deeply, and looked more determined.
"You did say you found me attractive yesterday," she said.
My eyes went wide at that comment. I did say that, but what she was suggesting... Well, it was exactly what I wanted, and yet I knew how wrong it would be.
"Mom, I... I did. I do think that, but..."
"Please," she begged. "Let me me take care of you. I hate seeing you in pain darling..." she said, dragging her hand over the outline of my cock as she said it.
"Aaa... fu-" I closed my mouth, and groaned at the pleasure of it. Pleasure that was as much mental as it was physical.
"Don't worry, Son, I'll take care of you..." she said, unzipping and pulling down my pants before I could object.
She sat on her knees in the couch next to me and reached inside my boxers to carefully pull out my aching member. She leaned in closer and pushed back a few stray strands of her hair so she could glance up at me. I couldn't help but reflect on the fact that my erect cock was now inches from my mothers face. My member twitched with anticipation at the thought.
"Mmm... Son. You're just as beautiful as I imagined," she whispered in a sultry tone. Her face kept close to my cock as she admired it. I thought she looked sexier than she ever had, her eyes filled with lust and her hand closed around my shaft.
She began rubbing me up and down slowly, watching my face from where she was sitting next to me.
"Is this good, sweetie?" she asked.
"G-god yes, Mom. That feels amazing," I groaned. I couldn't believe it was actually happening.
Mom climbed off the couch and sat down on the floor between my legs instead. Her beautiful eyes looked up at me, and she smiled.
"You have a wonderful cock, Son. I'm sure a lot of lucky college girls have told you so..." she purred, her facial expression blissful.
"Not as many as you might think," I said, returning her smile as she jerked me off. "Uhng... You look so fucking hot right now, Mom," I blurted out.
"Thank you, Son," she said, smiling even broader. "That makes me happier than I think you realize to hear."
My mind was muddy with arousal, but I still realized there was some significance to those words. There was also the way she kept calling me "Son", like she wanted to remind me, or perhaps herself, of our relation to each other.
Mom only needed to slide her hands up and down my shaft for a few more strokes before I could feel myself getting close to coming.
"M-mom," I tried to warn her. But it was too late and I came with a groan, squirting semen right at her face.
I opened my eyes to find drops of white, translucent fluid running down her face and dripping down on the floor.
"Fuck! I'm so sorry, Mom. I shou-" To my surprise, Mom interrupted my apology with an amused chuckle.
"There's no need to apologize. Mmm... you made a real mess though, didn't you, Son?" she purred. I had been right. This really was turning her on.
"Please don't think this is weird," she said, scoping up some of the cum that was running down her face with her fingers and then, to my great surprise, putting it in her mouth. "Mmm... you taste wonderful as well..." she said, moaning softly as she tasted my seed.
She continued cleaning up the worst of the semen, swallowing it with obvious pleasure while watched in disbelief. When she had gotten most of it she slowed down and seemed to regain her senses, eventually stopping. Apparently content to let the rest of my mess be where it was, clinging to her face.
Mom met my gaze, looking more hesitant and vulnerable than a moment ago.
"I'm sorry. I got a bit carried away. I'm not sure what you must think of me, getting turned on by my own son..." She looked away with shame in her expression.
"What I think is that that was the hottest thing I've ever experienced," I said, truthfully. "You really have nothing to feel bad about, Mom. To... To be honest I've been fantasizing about you since forever..."
It seemed she was taken aback by my confession. She turned back to face me with clear disbelief in her eyes.
"R-really?"
"Yes, Mom. How could I not? You're the sexiest woman I've ever met, and the fact that you're my mother just makes it... Well, maybe I'm a bit strange," I confessed.
"You're not strange," she insisted with a frown, tugging my cock for emphasis. "Not any stranger than me, anyway. God, if I'd known you felt that way... I've been feeling so bad for wanting to fuck my own son."
If my head wasn't spinning enough before, that did it.
"So... we both... want this?" I asked, for some reason having trouble grasping the situation.
"I know I do," Mom replied with a smile. "And you still need my help, don't you?" she said, nodding toward my still hard cock. "Let Mommy help you with that."
She bent forward this time, putting her lips on the head of my cock. I felt like I was going to pass out from pleasure as she slowly pushed forward, letting her warm lips wrap around the head until they closed around my shaft. She took another inch or two of my cock before she pulled back, sliding back and forth and using her tongue to stimulate me inside her mouth.
"That feels amazing, Mom. Fuck... you're so fucking hot..." I breathed.
"It's my pleasure sweetie," she said with a smile, before she returned to sucking.
She changed up her technique, pulling off and licking my head and then my shaft, sliding her tongue all over my aching cock. Then she leaned forward and took me inside her mouth again, but much more of my length than before. She continued shoving herself forward, letting me slide down her throat, producing small gagging noises as she did.
Small, quiet moans escaped her lips between the wet sounds of her sucking, which only made the whole thing hotter. Mom stopped trying to take me further down her throat for a moment, taking some time to breathe. She met my eyes smiling same loving, motherly smile I had seen so many times before.
Without a word she got back to it, this time with more gusto than before. I put my hand on the back of her head, and pushed along with her. In a few tries she managed to swallow my full length, putting her nose hard against my stomach. Her attempt to speak only sent vibrations along my member, stuffed down her throat. No girl had ever managed, or even tried, to do that.
I shivered with pleasure as she held that position for a few moments, until she pulled back to breathe. As she gasped for air I felt another orgasm coming.
"I-I'm going to come," I got out. In time, this time.
Instead of pulling away, Mom quickly leaned forward to engulf my cock between her lips once again. That final bit of stimulation sent jets of my cum exploding into her mouth. I took a firm hold of her head as my semen unloaded into her, to the cacophony of our shared moans.
A few gulps later she took my cock out of her mouth to show me, with her tongue out and mouth gaping wide, that she had swallowed all of it. My own mother. Fuck... was all I the thought I could muster.
She giggled at my wide eyed expression.
"I take it you liked that?" she teased.
"...yeah."
"Mmm... And all this because of that old cunt," she chuckled. I assumed she meant Margret. "She said she was going to seduce you, you know? I think that's how this all started. Looks like I beat her to it," Mom said gleefully.
"Wow... she said that?"
"Hey!" Mom warned.
"Hah, don't worry, Mom. You are way prettier than she is," I said, putting on my best smile.
"Hmmph. Okay then," she said.
"Son..." she started. "What we just said. What you told me about... wanting me... If you want to take it back I-"
"No," I said with determination. "I don't. I know it's fucked up, but I'm extremely attracted to you, Mom."
"Thanks," she said softly, looking at me lovingly. "You better not regret that when I fuck your brains out," she said with a mischievous grin.
I didn't know how to respond to that, so I just grinned back at her like a fool.
"Hey! It's gone down a bit, hasn't it?" Mom said, looking at my dick. It had.
"Yeah, it does feel a lot better now." I grinned. "Thanks, Mom."
"No worries, darling. I assume I'm going to have to help you out a few more times before the effect wears off though," she said and stood up. She leaned forward to kiss me on the cheek.
"I'm looking forward to it," she whispered, sending a jolt through my half-flaccid cock.
Mom walked over to the kitchen and cleaned herself up. I pulled up my pants and for the first time in an hour or so, I felt like I could relax.
I followed Mom after a moments thought. Just because my dick was satisfied didn't mean I was, or necessarily that she was. There were so many fantasies that I wanted to act out.
"I think it might be time to eat soon," I commented innocently.
"Oh, yeah," Mom answered. "I'd completely forgotten about the time. I'll just get the food out of the fridge and we'll-"
"That's not what I meant," I interrupted, taking hold of her arms and pushing her back against the kitchen counter.
Before she could object I got down on my knees and slid my hands in under her dress. Using the long slit in it I quickly pulled the dress up over her waist and folded the excess material in behind her, placing it between her and the counter.
"Nick!" she exclaimed. "Wh- what are you doing?"
"What? Didn't I tell you? I'm going to eat you out, Mom. You've raised me better than to accept a blow job without reciprocating," I stated, as if it was the most natural thing in the world.
She visibly quivered at my words. I smiled and took hold of her black lacy panties with my fingers, pulling them down. Mom didn't resist and stepped out of the flimsy piece of underwear with one foot as I brought it down to her feet, giving me unrestricted access to her well shaved pussy.
She was already very wet, and looked very inviting. I kept myself from going straight for the prize though and started kissing her inner thighs.
"Oh, god... oh, god..." she moaned.
"We can't do this," she complained. "I'm your mother..."
She didn't resist in the slightest though, and even put her hand on my head, carefully trying to guide it to the longing wet spot between her legs. That only made me more determined to tease her. I continued my kissing up above her crotch, traveling up to her belly button and down again only to go right back to her thighs.
"Unngh," she groaned in frustration. "Please..."
I gave in. I was aching to taste her myself.
Now, I wasn't exactly a pussy-eating master, but I did know some techniques. In my fantasies I always used all I knew to satisfy my mother, impressing her with my prowess. But as I plunged into her moist and swollen sex, all such thoughts disappeared.
I licked, sucked, and ground my mouth over her vagina without any semblance of thought behind it. Holding my hands around her waist and ass I simply pressed myself against her and lapped up her abundant juices. I was instantly hooked on her taste.
"Aahnngg! Ah! Fuck!" she groaned, shivering and panting as she watched her only son ravish her cunt.
I slowed down a bit, coming to my senses after the initial excitement of getting to eat out my mother. I licked the length of her slit one more time, sending another shiver through her, before I lowered my head to get into a better position. I then pushed my tongue up, finding her entrance and probing it as far as I could, effectively fucking her with my tongue.
"God yes! Hnng..." she groaned.
I kept up my prodding, working my tongue in and out of her.
"We shouldn't be doing this," she moaned. "It's soo wrong. I'm your mother."
"I'm your mother, I'm your mother..." she continued, chanting the phrase while holding on to my head, pulling me toward her sex. I would have smiled at how kinky she was turning out to be if my mouth wasn't already busy.
I pulled out my tongue and returned to licking between and around her pussy lips. I snuck two digits into her wet hole, fingering her while I lapped her folds. She was quite clearly getting close to orgasm and I sped up my pace to match her arousal.
I payed extra attention to her clit, licking over it in broad strokes and running my tongue in approximate circles around it. She was breathing fast, pushing me against her even harder and tilting her head back with the pleasure of it all.
Finally she came. She groaned loudly and released a wave of juices over my already wet mouth and cheeks. I lapped up her womanly nectar happily while she shivered in pleasure, my fingers still inside her wet, trembling passage.
When her orgasmic noises ceased she relaxed, letting go of my head and slumping forward. I pulled back from between her legs as she sat down on her knees, letting some of the dress fall down to cover her up again. She looked exhausted, but thoroughly pleased.
"That was... amazing, darling," she panted. She leaned forward and wrapped her arms around me, pushing me down on my back.
"Mommy loves you soo much..." she whispered before she kissed me forcibly, her tongue exploring my mouth with enthusiasm. I responded, and for a long time our tongues wrestled in the wetness of our shared saliva and the leftover fluids from her pussy.
**
We lay on the floor, catching our breath after the intensity of both the cunnilingus and our first real, passionate kiss.
Mom stood up first, pulling her dress into place and putting strands back into place in her messy hair. She still looked a bit disheveled, in a very sexy way.
"Is this going to be a regular thing now?" I asked sheepishly as I stood up.
"Yes," Mom answered, not leaving any room for argument. "I won't let you deny your perverted mother sex now that you've gone this far," she said, smiling wickedly.
"Oh, I wouldn't dream about it." I grinned back.
"Speaking of..." she said, looking at my, once again, rock-hard erection. "I did say I was going to help you with that. Didn't I?"
There was no sign of the exhaustion I had seen in her just a few moments ago as she openly admired the outline of my cock.
"Come," she urged me and took my hand, leading me away.
"Come were?" I asked. She just smiled.
"I've got an idea of how to take care of that problem of yours," she purred, leading me into her bedroom.
"Help me take this off, please..." she pleaded, already in the process of getting her arms out of the dress. It didn't have a zipper, so I helped her wriggle out instead. As soon as she was done undressing Mom pushed me down on the bed and got right to unzipping my pants.
She got my clothes off and straddled me while I was still unbuttoning my shirt. She took off her bra in the time I finished with the shirt. Not before then did I truly realize that my mother was naked and straddling me on her bed. I smiled, watching her grab my cock and putting against her naked skin, from crotch up to her stomach.
"I've been hoping this would happened," she said, her voice dripping with lust.
She looked amazing naked. Her pink, hard nipples on her gorgeous breasts and her perfectly toned mature body were driving me crazy with desire. Her messy hair and horny, beautiful expression made my itch to fuck her.
"Fuck, Mom..." I said, impressed.
"Yes. You will," she answered with a mischievous smile. "Tell me baby. Tell me you want it," she whispered while eyeing my erection, obviously anxious to get started.
"I want to." I answered.
"Want to what?" she insisted.
"I want to fuck you, Mom. I want to fuck you so badly."
"Mmm... I was hoping you'd say that," she teased and pushed herself up on her knees.
She carefully guided my hard cock to her pussy, letting me slide against her lips while she found her opening. I gritted my teeth in pleasure and anticipation.
She moaned loudly as she finally lowered herself on my cock. I could feel her walls resist and clamp down on it as my cock pushed its way further inside, toward her inner chamber.
"Jesus, Son! Ah... I can't believe you're finally inside me... Fill me up with your beautiful cock!" she moaned as her wet hole engulfed inch by inch of my rigid member.
I bottomed out in her, feeling indescribable pleasure at the sensation of having my full length inside my mother. I grabbed her hips and watched as my cock partly retreated from her slick opening, only to push it in again.
"Stop," Mom said, grabbing my hands and pushing them down to the mattress. "Don't do anything yet. I want to enjoy this moment." She moaned as she spoke, making her voice sound strange.
"Tell me how it feels inside of me, Son. Describe how it feels to have your cock inside your mother," she pleaded, moaning loudly and rocking back and forth ever so slightly despite her telling me to be still.
She was obviously enjoying this, getting to act out her most depraved and deeply guarded desires. I felt the same way.
"It feels amazing, Mom. The way your walls are hugging my cock... Just thinking about the fact that it's my mother's pussy is... it's so..."
"Wrong? Naughty? Wonderfully perverted? Deliciously incestuous?" Mom suggested, each word dripping with lust.
"Yes, but also just fucking great. Better than Tammy's, or any of the other girls I've been with," I admitted, my hands back on her hips, thrusting slowly.
"Mmm... Maybe your cock is telling you it belongs in your mother," she teased, moving faster on my slick pole.
I had had about as much as I could take. I held her down on me, making sure we stayed connected as I flipped my surprised mother over, ending up on top of her.
"Oh, Nick," she giggled. "So rough!" She smiled at me, watching with anticipation as I got into position.
I thrust myself back all the way inside of her before I leaned forward to give her a kiss. Mom gratefully accepted my tongue as it explored her mouth, eliciting muffled moans from the both of us.
"It's okay if I take charge, isn't it?" I whispered in her ear.
"Y-yes," she whimpered in response and locked her legs around me.
I pulled out almost all the way, then thrust in only partway inside her slick pussy. She moaned, watching me with her facial expression full of desire. I kept fucking her slowly, putting only part of my raging erection inside her before pulling out again, letting her get used to it. Then, without warning, I pushed all the way inside again, shocking her inner passage and forcing her walls to stretch out all over again to accommodate my eager cock.
I kept that pattern up for a while, listening to my mother's cries of frustration, surprise and delight as it brought her closer and closer to orgasm. I thoroughly enjoyed the way I had full control of her pleasure as I fucked her.
I was getting pretty close to coming myself and eventually I forgot all about technique and just thrust as hard as I could, making her tits shake from the constant impacts.
"I'm going to come, Mom... Sh-should I pull out?" I panted. She held her legs more tightly around me to answer.
"Ah! Ah! No! J-just come inside darling. Hnnng! It's safe," she grunted between groans and convulsions of pleasure.
Her permission was all I needed. With a few more thrusts I came, emptying my seed inside my mother and painting her walls with my sperm. I kept up my thrusts as several more jets of cum followed, filling her with my fluids.
"Hnnngffuck!" I exclaimed, experiencing the sweet satisfaction of coming inside my mother.
Luckily, she was close to orgasm as well and when she saw and felt what I was doing to her Mom let out a cry of pleasure.
"God, yes! Fill me up, Son. Fill your mother up! Sh-Hnngf! Aaanngh!" she screamed as she came, convulsing and pushing her thighs hard against my sides. More of her own fluids joined my own in lubricating our sexes as she experienced a long, fierce orgasm.
All I could do was wait until she calmed down, relaxing her muscles and allowing me to fall down on top of her. I slid my cock out of her weary cunt with a wet "plop".
"Mmm... Nick, that was lovely..." she whispered, panting.
"Yeah... it was..." I whispered back, laying on top of her warm, naked body.
I recouped a bit before I pushed up and put my lips on Mom's. She let me kiss her happily, though she was still exhausted.
"Mmm... so eager," she chuckled when I gave her time to speak.
"Of course. I need to make up for time now that I finally get to do these things with you, Mom," I said, smiling.
"Speaking of which..." I said, looking down below her face. There was one thing left that I had been dying to try out.
I crawled back, positioning myself so that her beautiful tits were right in front of me. Mom purred with delight as she realized what I was doing. Without wasting any time I took one of her perfect pink nipples in my mouth, sucking and running my tongue over it. With the one hand that wasn't supporting my weight I grabbed the breast, feeling its gentle resistance to my touch.
"Mmm... That's such a naughty thing to do," Mom teased me. "But then again, those tits were made for you to suck on..." she purred, running her hands through my hair.
I kept sucking and licking her mammies, wishing I could service both with my mouth at the same time, and listening to my mothers encouraging moans. Eventually I stopped, having fulfilled my fantasy. I left the nipples hard and drenched in my saliva as I lay down on the bed next to Mom. She followed, still having her legs around me, and snuggled up to my side with her face next to mine.
"You're going to wear me out at this rate," she whispered in my ear.
"I might," I answered. "Would you mind?"
"Not at all," she answered seductively. "Feel free to use me however you want. And if you ever want to suck on Mommy's tits again, or anything else, just tell me."
She paused to kiss me on the cheek.
"From now on, I am yours whenever you want."
"In that case, would you mind sucking something of mine before we get started with the Christmas dinner?" I asked, grinning. "I am still under the effects of that cookie."
"My pleasure," Mom answered, giggling and giving me one last kiss on the cheek before she crawled down to take my still hard dick in her mouth.
**
I woke the next morning with the sober version of a hangover. My throat was dry and my muscles ached in odd places, including my jaw. Still, a smile spread on my lips as I remembered the events of yesterday. Mom had helped me through the effects of the laced cookie like she promised but we hadn't stopped there, allowing me the opportunity to prove that I didn't really need it. She had commented on my "youthful virility" more than once after.
She lay next to me, looking beautiful in the morning light. The bed was a mess, as were some other areas of the house. It had been a very eventful day.
I got up, drank some water and brushed my teeth. Mom woke up as I came back and sat down in the bed next to her.
"Mmm... Good morning," she greeted drowsily.
"Good morning, Mom," I answered. "Did you sleep well?"
"Oh yeah. I dreamed some wonderful dreams about you," she snickered and pulled me in for a kiss. "Mmm..." she moaned into my mouth.
"So what did I do in your dreams?" I asked, feeling cheeky. I put my hand under the sheet and guided it down below her stomach. "Something like this?" I said and slid a digit inside her warm pussy.
"Mmmff!" she groaned. I moved my finger around in her hole, feeling the familiar and inviting warmth of it.
"Mmm... such a naughty boy," she admonished.
"And you are a dirty woman," I countered, grinning. "If you expect me to eat you out again I think we are going to have to clean this pussy of yours, Mom."
"Oh dear," she gasped dramatically. "Is that any way to talk to your mother?"
"I'm sorry, Mom. I promise I'll make it up to you," I said as I led her, naked and smiling, to the shower.
**
14.37 in the afternoon the doorbell rang. Mom released me from her embrace with a frustrated sigh and put on her bathrobe.
"I'll answer it. Get some clothes on, just in case," she told me.
I quickly snuck into my room and got dressed while Mom walked out into the hall and opened the door.
"You!" she practically screamed.
"Hey Victoria," a disdainful voice greeted. "I was just stopping by to ask how your Christmas turned out. I hope it wasn't too hard with only your son here?" she taunted.
I could imagine Mom's rage at that comment. She was going to go into a frenzy any second now, which was probably just what Margret wanted. I quickly put on a t-shirt and left my room.
"Actually, it was a very pleasant Christmas," Mom said in an even tone, stopping me in my tracks. I carefully snuck up to a side window and peeked out from behind the curtain.
"That so?" Margret asked doubtfully.
"Yes. I stopped my son from taking another bite of that disgusting little creation of yours. You put something in them, didn't you?" Margret fidgeted nervously at the accusation.
"Of course not! I even ate one myself. How could you-"
"The results will be back soon enough, either way," Mom interrupted her. "You remember my sister Jen, don't you? She tests all kinds of drugs as part of her job. I expect the findings will be making their way to the police in just a few days."
Margret looked visibly pale, realizing her fuck up.
"Y-you can't... I don't know w-what you're-"
"How much do you want to bet that it's going to test positive for one of your sickly husband's prescription drugs? The police takes drugging someone very seriously you know." Mom leaned forward with a wicked smile, towering over her nemesis.
"L-listen, it was just a joke. I-I'll do anything y-"
"You'll leave. One week and I want both you and your poor fool of a husband gone, or I press charges. I don't care where you go. Sell the house after. Just get out of my sight," she growled.
Margret seemed to shrink under my mother gaze, stammering an apology before slinking away with tears in her eyes. Mom turned on the spot and slammed the door shut behind her.
I stood by the window, dumbfounded at the spectacle and very impressed at my mother's display. I met her as she was walking back from the hall.
"Holy shit, Mom," I exclaimed. "What was that?"
Her anger seemed to melt away at the sight of me, giving way to a self-satisfied smile.
"What? I just put her in her place is all," she said smugly.
"But how did you manage to come up with the part about aunt Jen instead of just beating her into a pulp?" I asked incredulously.
"Oh, I don't know. I just thought of it," she explained. "I do feel a lot more relaxed after last night, and this morning, and noon..." Her voice wandered off and she put an arm around me with a smile.
"Either way, that was awesome," I praised her.
"You think so?" she said, smiling at me as we walked together toward the bedroom.
"Hell yes. In fact, I think you deserve a reward, if you can think of anything I can do for you?" I teased.
"Oh, I think I can come up with something," Mom said with a chuckle.
**
I was once again driving home for Christmas. The weather was much better this year, but the ground was still covered in snow.
'It's The Most Wonderful Time Of The Year' played on the radio as I turned into our street. I still whistled the song as I strode up to the door. I rang the doorbell, to no answer.
I did have a key but I tried the handle first, which turned out to be unlocked.
"Mom?" I called out. Perhaps she was outside.
When she didn't answer I got out of my jacket and pulled my sports bag into the house. Everything looked the same. The house glittered in red, white and green colors. I put the bag in my room and pondered the coming Christmas.
Me and Mom would be alone this year as well. I don't know what she'd told them exactly, but somehow she had gotten the rest of our relatives to agree to it. Which gave us a lot more time for ourselves, I thought with a grin.
We had continued our sexual relationship throughout the year. I came home as often as I could without feeling like I was damaging my normal college life, and sometimes she stayed over at my place. Mom insisted I shouldn't let our activities stand in the way of me finding a girlfriend, but so far I was content with staying single. Sex with my mother was so much better than anything anyone else could offer anyway.
I left my room and walked out into the kitchen. From there I noticed something odd in the living room. A huge red present sat on the floor in front of the Christmas tree. As I got closer I could see that there was a note on the large, almost waist high, box. I bent down to read it.
"Merry Christmas, Nick. From Mom. P.S. Open now," it read.
"Huh," I said out loud.
It turned out that the top of the box was a lid, and by stretching my arms I managed to lift the whole thing off. I threw the piece of cardboard to the side as the walls of the box all fell to the sides, revealing what was inside.
Mom sat on her knees in the middle of the large present, wearing red lingerie and red, glittering reindeer antlers on her head. A piece of paper was taped to her breast, dangling from it. It read "Fuck Me!" in big letters.
"Merry Christmas, Son," she greeted.
She smiled mischievously at my surprised reaction and held up a plate. She gazed at me, eyes filled with love and incestuous lust and asked, "Cookie?"
MERRY CHRISTMAS DADDY
Allison Marsh was laying on the small bed of the dorm room she shared with her college roommate, Lisa. Lisa had left the day before, but Allison still had another few days before her classes wrapped up and she was able to go home to spend the holidays with her family. She was looking forward to seeing her parents. She was an only child and had always been close with her mom and Dad. Sara and Will had worked hard to ensure that Allison had been loved and cared for and given the best opportunities in life. She had inherited Sara's height, and shape, standing at 5'3 and weighing in at about 120lbs, give or take. But whereas Sara was fair, with blonde hair and blue eyes, Allison took after her father for colouring. Her hair, which fell nearly to the middle of her back, was raven black and her eyes a beautiful green. She had been popular with the boys in high school, but of course she would be, being slim and athletic with cute perky little B cups, and a hell of an ass. The problem with that, however, was that her father, Will, was a police officer. So of course, that scared most of the boys off. Now, Allison was no angel, and when she left for college that fall, she had not left a virgin, but most of her sexual experience did come after she had moved away from home, and the threat of the 'cop dad' was gone.
On this night, Allison had done as much studying as her brain would allow. She tossed her books aside and found herself laying on her bed scrolling her phone and feeling like hooking up. She checked the time, and sighed knowing that it was too late to call a hook up, so she decided she may as well do it herself. She had stumbled upon a chat site a few weeks back, and realized that she enjoyed role play, and even sometimes a quick bout of phone sex if she found herself alone in her room. She sat up on her bed, dressed in just a little black cropped tank top and panties, and pulled her laptop over. She brought up the chat site and signed in as 18F4Fun and spent a minute looking at the gifs and messages on the main chat before bringing up the username list. She scrolled through, and one name caught her eye. CuriousDDY4Slut. She had recently discovered that she was very into calling a man Daddy as he brought her to orgasm. She hadn't really thought much about it and had certainly never had a thing for her own Dad growing up. Though he was very handsome, 6'2 and broad, black hair and green eyes, a beard that had a little salt and pepper in it now. Most of her female friends had referred to him as a DILF, and she was a little proud of that.
'Hi, Daddy.' She sent him. '18-year-old slut here, looking for some fun.'
'Hi, baby girl.' He sent back a few moments later. '43-year-old Daddy, loves to have fun.'
'And you are ok with me being 18?'
'I am...'
'That's very naughty, Daddy...' She sent him with a wink.
'Tell me about you, baby.'
'Well, I am 5'3 and 120lbs, long black hair green eyes, b cups. What about you, Daddy?'
'You sound gorgeous. I am 6'0, 220lbs, dark hair green eyes, beard. 7inches.'
'Oh my, Daddy. You sound delicious.' She sent him. She got herself comfortable on the bed, laying back against her pillows and pulling the laptop on her legs. They went through the initial small talk - he was married but the sex was pretty much nonexistent, so he had turned to role playing and chatting online. She explained that she was finishing up at collage, a couple of exams left to go and needed a break from studying and wanted to get off. She didn't ask any questions about his wife, or his home life, nor did he.
They agreed on a Daddy/Daughter role play, setting up a scenario of them already having been together before, but had been separated while she was away at college and would finally be seeing each other over the holidays.
'What should I call you?' He sent her.
'My name is Allie.'
'Similar to my actual daughter's name, but that's ok. Allie -- cute. I like it.' The role play was hot, and it did the trick. Over the next hour or so she got off a few times, and he told her he did as well.
'This was fun, you are a skilled role player, would you want to do this again sometime?' He asked after they had finished.
'I would love too...Are you open to exchanging numbers? Or do you just chat here?'
'We can exchange numbers. Obviously, I do have to be careful, but yes.' He gave her his number, and she paused for a minute. The area code was the same as her own. She rolled her eyes, telling herself that it was a big city, and it didn't mean anything. She added his number to her phone, and sent him a text so he had hers, letting him know she had sighed out of the site, but looked forward to chatting to him again. She shut down her laptop, and cleaned up before crawling into bed and sleeping better than she had in quite some time.
Her exam was early the next morning, and she thought it went well. When she finished, she found herself at a TexMex place across from the campus for lunch. She ordered, and while she waited for her food, she called her mom.
"Hey Sweetie, how was the exam?" Sara asked.
"I think it went well. One more to go."
"Your father and I can't wait to get you home for awhile." Sara said. "Dad will pick you up at the airport, I have to work of course."
"He isn't going to pick me up in the patrol car, is he?" Allison laughed.
"I will tell him not too." Sara chuckled.
"Getting along ok with Lisa being gone already? I suppose you have a boy over every night."
"Mother, I am not a slut." Allison says. "Getting along fine without Lisa. It's nice to have the room to myself, I can study in peace."
"Good. I will let your father know. He was worried about you being all alone."
"Tell him I am fine, not to worry." Allison laughs. "My food is here, I am going to eat, and then get back to studying. See you in a couple of days."
"Love you." Sara says. "Make good choices."
"Always. Love you too."
Later that evening she was back laying in her bed studying when her phone lit up beside her. She looked at the screen and saw that it was a text from 'CuriousDDY' which is what she had saved him in her phone as.
'Hey, Allie. I hope you have been a good girl today...just wanted to let you know I have been thinking about how hot that role play was last night all day and am currently rock hard.'
She bit her lip, putting her books aside and getting comfy on the bed, dressed much the same as the night before in just a pair of panties and a tank top.
'Hi, Daddy. I'm always a good girl.' She sent him back with an angel face emoji. 'Nice to know you are hard for me though, now I am getting a little wet thinking about you sitting there with a hard on.'
'Oh yea? And what is my good girl wearing for her Daddy tonight?'
She debated what she should do and decided fuck it. She snapped a picture of her from her shoulders to mid thigh, making sure there was nothing that could identify who she was in the picture, just in case the guy was a psycho.
'This...' She says to him, before sending him the picture.
'God damn, that's a hot little body.' He sent back, followed by a picture of just his boxers, his dick visibly hard in them. They chatted back and forth, not a role play per say, just talking about what they would do to each other if they were together. It was highly sexual and had a few other pictures in there as well. One of her tits, her shirt pulled just up over them, and one of her smooth, wet little pussy, and of course, his dick hard and ready to fuck her. When they finished, they said goodnight and she went to sleep happy and satisfied again.
Her last exam was in the afternoon the next day, and she was officially finished for the semester. She went out with a couple of friends to celebrate and ended up meeting up with a guy she had messed around with on a few occasions. Her heart wasn't in it. She couldn't get her mind off the man that had brought her to orgasm with his words for the last couple of nights. She settled on just giving the guy a blow job and was back in her dorm room alone by 11pm.
'Hey, Daddy...hope it isn't too late for me to be texting you. I can not stop thinking about last night, and how hard you were for me.' She sent to him and started to rub her pussy. There was no response, so she figured he must be busy, but that didn't stop her imagination. She lay there in her bed, completely naked and brought herself to orgasm with her fingers while thinking about her mystery Daddy.
The next morning, she was up early to catch her flight home. She had just gotten into the cab to the airport when her phone beeped.
'Sorry I missed you last night, baby girl. I do hope you were able to find some relief before bed...'
'It's ok, Daddy. I did find relief...just about to head home for the holidays!'
'Well, be safe, and I hope we can chat again soon...'
'Text me anytime, Daddy.' She sent him with a wink. She closed the message thread and brought up her iMessage thread with her father.
'Please don't pick me up in the patrol car. Flights on time, see you soon.'
'Love you, see you soon.' He sent back. The flight was quick, and when she walked into arrivals, her dad was standing waiting.
"Dad!" She called, grinning as she ran to give him a hug.
"Allison! Oh, it is so good to see you, sweetheart!" He says, holding her tight, before pulling back to look down at her. "You look older, more sophisticated."
"Well, I am a college girl now, Daddy." She grinned, and then thought about the fact that she hadn't called her father Daddy in years, and now the mystery man from chat was in her head. As they waited for her bags, Will asked Allison about her exams, and her trip, the usual conversation. She made the small talk back, and smiled at her dad as they spoke, and caught up on everything that had happened in the last few months. She checked her phone occasionally but nothing from her new friend. When they got home, she put her things away in her old bedroom, and dumped her dirty laundry in the hamper. That first evening home was filled with a lot of laughter, and a lot of catching up with Sara and Will.
"Well, I am going to call it a night. I have to be up and out the door early in the morning for work." Sara says around 10.
"Ok, Mom." Allison said. "I will probably turn in soon as well, but it is nice knowing I don't have to get up for class in the morning."
"Don't lay in bed all day and do nothing. Your father is off tomorrow, so make sure to spend some time with him as well."
"I will." Allison laughed. Sara went off upstairs to bed, leaving Allison and Will on the couch together.
"Christmas Movie?" Will asked, looking over at her.
"Of course." She grinned. He got Christmas Vacation, their favourite, started. Sara had never seen the humor in it, so it was kind of Allison and Will's thing to watch it together. She lay back on the couch as she had done every year for as long as they had been watching the movie and put her feet in his lap. His hands rested on her legs, and she wiggled her toes. He rolled his eyes and started rubbing her calves like she liked. He had been doing it for years, but for some reason it felt different to her tonight. She peaked at him and saw that he was concentrating on the movie. It was like she was seeing her father in a whole new light, and she could see why it was that her friends had always referred to him as a DILF. Since she had been away, his beard had turned a little more salt than pepper, and it was a very sexy look. As his hands worked her calves, she found herself getting turned on, and wanting his hands to move higher. She licked her lips as she watched his hands on her, and she couldn't take it anymore. Her clit was throbbing, and her nipples so hard that even the fabric of her thin t-shirt was making her want to moan as it rubbed against them.
"Actually, Daddy." She said, not realizing she had used that name again. "I am really tired. I think I am just going to head to bed."
"Ok, sweetheart." Will said, getting the remote to turn off the TV. "We can finish tomorrow. Go get some rest." She got off the couch and walked to the kitchen to grab a bottle of water before heading upstairs to her bedroom. She noticed her dad's work phone on the counter, remembering that she would be home alone with him all the next day. He usually had his work phone turned off when he finally got a day off.
"Goodnight!" She called as she went up the stairs. She closed her bedroom door, slipped off her PJ pants and slipped into bed in just the t-shirt and panties. She listened until she heard her dad moving around, and then settling back and turning on a movie.
"What the fuck..." She whispers to herself. There was no way she was suddenly hot for her own father. This was just because she was thinking about her CuriousDDY from chat. She brought up his message thread and read back through some of their conversation and looked at the couple of dick pics he sent. As her hand slipped into her panties, and her fingers brushed over her clit, a new message arrived from him.
'Hope I am not interrupting family time...'
'Not at all, I am actually in bed feeling naughty...'
'Good girl.'
'Are you alone, Daddy?'
'I am. The house is quiet, everyone else is asleep.'
'I want you; I wish you were here right now.' She slipped her panties off, and spread her legs, pulling the t-shirt up. She sent a short video of her fingers working her clit and moaning softly, making sure not to get her face in the shot.
'That smooth little pussy of yours looks so delicious, baby girl. So tight and wet for your Daddy...'
She moaned softly before sending him another short video of two of her fingers sliding in and out.
'Such a good girl. You have Daddy rock hard already.' He sent her, followed by a video of him stroking himself.
'Do you think you could get away with phone sex? I know you aren't alone there, and neither am I, but we could whisper...' She sends.
'I don't think I can at the moment baby girl. But I promise I will find some time that we can do that soon ok?'
'That's ok, Daddy.' She sends. 'Can you type to me? Tell me how you want to fuck me right now?'
'I can do that for you. Just lay back and read, baby girl. Don't worry about responding.'
'Ok.'
'Imagine me walking into your room after everyone else is asleep. Seeing you laying there playing with that pretty little pussy. I would stand there a moment watching you, as you made yourself feel good.' As she read, she imagined what he was saying, but she was picturing her own father walking into her bedroom. 'Once I had watched for awhile, I would crawl between your thighs and start devouring that little 18-year-old pussy. My tongue sliding through your lips, parting them on my way to that hard little clit. Swirling my tongue around it, sucking it, before using my fingers to part you and fucking you with my tongue. I wouldn't stop until you were begging me too. I want to taste every one of your orgasms before I move up to slide my hard cock into you, looking down into your eyes as I filled you.'
"Fuuuuck." She moaned softly out loud, closing her eyes and seeing her father above her, as she pushed her fingers in and out of her tight, soaking wet pussy.
'I think my little baby girl needs it hard tonight, so I would start pumping into you hard and fast, my hands holding yours above your head so your back arches, and those perfect little titties are bouncing for me. I would tell you how beautiful Daddy thinks you are, and how much he loves your tight little pussy. I want to feel you cum on this thick cock before I empty my cum deep inside you.' She gasped, and came hard, biting her lip to keep from moaning out too loud as she did, still picturing her own father doing these things to her.
'Fuck, Daddy. I came so hard.'
'Good girl.' He sent. 'I am close...would you like a video of me cumming for you, Allie?'
'Oh yes please, Daddy.' She replied. A few minutes later she received the video. She pressed play, and watched as he stood over the sink, stroking his dick until he spilled his load in the basin. He grunted as he came, rope after rope shooting into the sink. When he finished, the phone was pulled back, and she got a view of the vanity as he turned the video off. She gasped, and sat up, playing it again, skipping to the end.
"Oh no...no no no." She says, as she paused the video, looking at the Christmas décor in the corner. It was a charger plate, containing the little Christmas village they had been putting in the downstairs bathroom for as long as she could remember. She could chalk it up to a coincidence, but the Christmas tree in the village was missing the top, just like the one they still put out, as tradition, even though the tree was broken. When she had been a kid, she had knocked the tree off the counter and broke the top off and tried to glue it back together before anyone noticed.
'That was a big load, baby girl. You had Daddy so worked up.' He sent.
'Thanks for the video.' She sent, not wanting to alarm him. 'Goodnight, Daddy.'
'Goodnight, baby girl.' She watched the video again, and then put her phone down, feeling sick to her stomach, but her mind was also racing. Could it be? Had she been getting off with her own father for the last week? She thought back to the description he had given of what he looked like. It checked out. And her name being like his daughters. Allie, Allison. He had never called her Allie. In fact, both he and Sara had gone out of their way to ensure that no one had called her Allie. She heard her father coming up the stairs, and going into his bedroom, closing the door behind him. She waited until she figured he was asleep and snuck down to the bathroom just to be sure. There it was, the same Christmas village, same broken tree.
"Oh, my fucking god." She gasps, looking at herself in the mirror. She had just watched her own father cum. She had shown him her body, and she had seen his cock. This was so wrong. Why was she suddenly so turned on again? When she walked back out to go upstairs, she noticed his work phone was moved, and plugged into a charger on the console table before heading up the steps now. He must use that phone to talk to her. She picked it up, and powered it on, waiting for it to turn on. When it did, she immediately opened the messages. There was no record of their conversations. She clicked on the edit button at the top of the messages and selected 'recently deleted' there they all were. Either he didn't know that the iPhone kept deleted messages for so long, or he was keeping them on purpose to read and get off too later. He had her saved as 'Allie - Forensics' She quickly shut the phone down again, and went up to bed. She tossed and turned, wondering how she was going to break the news to him. Surely this couldn't go on, it was wrong on so many levels. Eventually she fell into a fitful sleep.
In the morning, she took her time making her way downstairs. She had no idea how she was going to face her father. When she did walk down, he was leaning over the kitchen counter sending a message on his work phone. He hadn't noticed her, and she felt her own phone vibrate in the back pocket of her jeans. She took it out, and sure enough it was a message from CuriousDDY.
'I had a lot of fun last night, I am home alone with my daughter all day wishing it was you and that we could get up to some fun. She will probably head out with some of her old friends later, so if you are able to sneak away, I would love to hear you moan for me, baby girl.' She left the message on read and walked into the kitchen.
"Good morning, Allison. Sleep ok?" Will asked, pocketing his work phone when she came in.
"Ah...no. I tossed and turned a fair bit." She says, as she moved to the coffee pot. "Did you...sleep ok?"
"I did, actually." He answers. "Everything ok? Just couldn't sleep?"
"Yeah." She says, still not sure how to broach the topic, but knowing she had too. "Daddy...."
"You haven't called me that in years, and now this is the third time in 2 days. You must have missed me."
"I did." She says, absentmindedly. "Can we...talk?"
"Of course, sweetheart. What's wrong?"
"Come...sit in the living room." She says, blowing out a breath. She walked into the living room and sat on the couch, followed closely by Will.
"Allison, what is it?" He asked, sitting across from her.
"I...don't know how to bring this up." She sighs, chewing on her lower lip. "There is something you need to know."
"Oh god. You aren't pregnant, are you?" Will asked, sitting forward.
"No, Dad." She answers. "I...well..."
"It's ok, sweetheart, just tell me."
"It's me." She says, looking up into his green eyes. Eyes so like her own, nearly the exact same shade.
"What's you?" He asked, clearly confused. She took a deep, steadying breath.
"18F4Fun... Allie...It's me."
"You...what?" He sat back hard, his mouth falling open. "No..."
"I was bored that first night, and signed into that chat site and met you. I had no idea! Not until the cum shot video last night...when you finished...when you moved the phone to turn off the camera, I saw the Christmas Village. The broken tree."
"Allison, this isn't funny. Did you go through my work phone? Is this some kind of sick joke?"
"No. Well, yes, I checked your work phone after I confirmed the Christmas village was set up in the bathroom. But no, it's not a sick joke. Also, if you delete messages, they stay in a deleted folder for 30 days. I don't know if you knew that."
"I didn't know that. Oh my god. This can not be happening. Fuck."
"Well, as much as I had hoped this was some kind of sick joke, it is happening. We have been...we have been getting off together for about a week now."
"Jesus fucking Christ." He says, slamming his hand down on the arm of the chair. "What the hell are you doing going on that fucking website and giving strange men your number? For all you know I could have been some kind of psycho..."
"Daddy..."
"No. No way, do not Daddy me right now, Allison. That is unsafe. That site is disgusting anyway you shouldn't be on there."
"YOU are on there!" Allison points out.
"That is beside the point." He yells. "Oh fuck. The pictures..."
"And videos." She adds softly.
"Don't fucking remind me." He groans, holding his head in his hands. "Allison, I am so so sorry."
"You didn't know. We didn't know..."
"This is a sick nightmare." He says, still with his head in his hands. "You are my daughter...my baby." She stays silent, trying to hate herself, trying so hard to be repulsed by this, but all she can think about is how she wants to walk to him, and sit in his lap as she grinds against him.
"Dad..."
"We wont tell anyone. Oh god your mother...she can never know. Allison...I haven't cheated on her, it's not like that."
"It's fine. I get it, you have been together a long time, you needed...something." She shrugs. "I won't tell her." The silence stretches between them, and when finally, he sits back and looks up at her, she expects to see disgust in his eyes, hurt. But what she sees causes her to pause. His eyes are dark with lust, and it sends a shock wave straight to her clit.
"Daddy..." She says softly.
"Allie..." He says, and hearing her call him that for the first time causes her to gasp. Her nipples harden, and since she is wearing a tight shirt, and thin bra, his eyes are immediately drawn to the hardened pebbles.
"I won't tell anyone..." She says softly, feeling her need pool between her legs. Up until a few nights ago, she never would have thought she would be sitting across from her father, the man that helped give her life, wishing she could go to him and have him fuck her until she was screaming his name.
"No one can know." He says, his eyes moving from her hardened nipples, up to her eyes. "No one can ever know, Allie..."
"I won't tell anyone, Daddy." She says her voice a breathy whisper. "Our little secret." He shifts, which draws her attention. Her eyes move down his body and focus on his crotch. He is in sweats, and it is painfully obvious that he is turned on. She licks her bottom lip before drawing it between her teeth, moaning softly.
"Good girl..." He says to her saying she won't tell anyone. "You have always been such a good little girl, Allie. Come here. It will be ok." He holds out his arm, and she stands, moving across the living room to climb into his lap, into his embrace.
"I will always be a good girl for you Daddy."
"I know..." He says, his hand moving over her back slowly. "I've never...I've never thought of you this way, but ever since that first night that we role played, and you told me your name was Allie...fuck. When I thought of you -- no, of her -- it was you I pictured. It felt so wrong, but I couldn't help myself."
"I have been picturing you as well, Daddy. And last night...I wasn't tired, I was so turned on with your hands on me, I had to find relief."
"It's ok, baby girl. I get it..." His hand still rubbing her back gently. "You know I love you, right?"
"Yes, Daddy. And I love you too, so much."
"This isn't right, Allie."
"I know..." She runs her hand up his chest, around to the back of his neck. "But it is our little secret." He moves his face close to hers, his forehead pressed against hers, holding it there for a moment before he takes her mouth with his. He kisses her deeply, passionately, the way no man should ever kiss his daughter. The way lovers would kiss. She whimpers into his mouth, shifting now so she is straddling him. Her tongue invades his mouth as her hands move to his hair, her fingers twisting in it. He lets out a sound that's close on a growl as his hands move to her hips, pulling her firmly against his rock-hard dick, pushing against the crotch of her jeans. She gasps into his mouth and grinds down against him.
"Take me to bed, Daddy." She says, before kissing him deeply again. There was a brief pause, before he moaned into her mouth again, and stood, easily lifting her as she wrapped her legs around his hips. There was another moment of hesitation at the top of the stairs, as they were between her bedroom door, and the bedroom that he shared with Sara. But he pushed forward and brought her into his room, his marital bed. He lay his little girl out on the bed that she had been conceived in and stood back to look down at her.
"You are beautiful, Allison." He spoke.
"Thank you, Daddy." She says, a flush on her cheeks as his eyes moved over her. She moves her hands to the button of her jeans and undoes them. She slides down the fly and lifts her hips off the bed. His hands reach for the waist of the jeans, and he tugs them down over her hips, and off her legs. She half sits up and takes of her shirt, leaving her laying on the bed in just a simple pink lace bra and panties, her long hair fanned out on the bed beside her. The look in his eyes as they roam over her young body is enough to make her shudder. He lifted his shirt over his head, and tossed it aside with her jeans, and then removed his sweats. His boxer briefs hugged him, and he was hard. The bed dipped as he knelt on it, crawling over her, looking down on her face before he took her mouth again, still with as much passion as the first kiss minutes before. She moaned, her hands lifting to his chest, and moving around to his back as she arched slightly. His lips moved from her mouth, along her jaw and to her neck. She turned her head to the side giving him better access to her neck as he kissed and gently nipped at it with his teeth.
"Oh, Daddy." She groaned. His mouth skimmed over her neck and shoulder, across her collar bone as he slipped one of his hands behind her back and unclasped her bra. He pulled back then to look at her as he removed it from her body.
"I meant what I said when you first showed me these. Such perfect little titties." He sighed, before bringing his mouth down and flicking one of her nipples with his tongue. She moaned loudly as she arched off the bed. His mouth closed over her breast now, tongue still working her nipple as his other hand cupped and rubbed the other, rolling her nipple between his finger and thumb. He switched breasts, and she was moving below him, moaning as her head tipped back, eyes closed.
"Look at me, Allie." He says, and her eyes snapped to his. "Good girl. Keep those eyes on Daddy as he pleasures his little slut."
"Yes, Daddy." She gasped. He continued to tease her nipples for awhile, before kissing lower, down her stomach until he was settled between her thighs. She kept her eyes on his as he kissed her above her panties, then rubbed his nose against her crotch.
"Oh, baby girl...you smell amazing." He groaned. She cried out and ground her hips against his face. He hooked his fingers in the thin lace and ripped them from her body. The gasp she let out quickly turned to a moan as his mouth was on her, his tongue sliding between her lips, parting her folds as he moved towards her clit.
"Oh god." She moaned. She had had oral sex before. Men had gone down on her, but she quickly realized that the guys she had been with had nothing compared to her Daddy. His tongue worked her into a frenzy. She was panting, and gasping, crying out his name as he expertly licked, and sucked, flicked over her clit. He sucked her lips into his mouth, as his tongue pushed through them and into her weeping pussy. His hands moved from her hips to her ass cheeks, pulling her up so her hips were off the bed.
"So delicious, baby girl." He moaned before going back to eating her little pussy.
"Yes, Daddy. Eat my pussy..." She groaned. He bought her higher and higher, until she was screaming in orgasm and cumming on his face. She barely had time to come down before he was hovering over her again, his boxers pushed away and his hard cock was brushing against her dripping opening.
"You sound so perfect when you cum for me, Allie. Such a good little girl for your Daddy..."
"Mm..." She whimpered.
"I'm going to fuck you, baby girl." He said, lowering his mouth to her ear. "This little pussy is mine now, Allie."
"Yes, Daddy." She groaned. "It's yours!" And then she was crying out as he pushed into her for the first time. He buried himself to the hilt, holding his thick length inside of her.
"So fucking tight." He groaned, dropping his forehead against hers. He held for a moment, before he started to move. Pulling back so just the tip was in her, and pushing forward again over and over, slowly but with such force.
"Oh my god that feels so good." She gasped. "I feel so full with you inside me, Daddy."
"Yeah? You like your Daddy's dick deep inside you like this?" He asked as he pushed into her fully and held again.
"Fuck yes." She groaned, trying to move her hips against him. His hand moved to pin her to the bed by her hips.
"Stay still, baby girl." He kept her pinned by her hips and started to thrust harder, faster. The only sound in the room now was the sound of Will Marsh fucking his daughter. The sound of her wet little pussy as it took his cock over and over, the sound of their breathing as he moved, his forehead pressed against hers as they just looked into each others' eyes, not caring that what they were doing was wrong, driven by lust. Every time he bottomed out in her, he ground his hips, so his pelvic bone stimulated her clit. She was getting closer and closer to orgasm, feeling it build in her stomach. Her hands moved to his back as she arched, trying to get closer to him, wanting to be able to move with him but he pushed her hips back down, pinning her to the bed again as he sped up and fucked her harder still. She couldn't take it anymore, the tingling in her stomach intensified and she cried out.
"Please, Daddy! Oh god I am going to cum!"
"Yes, baby. That's a good girl cum on Daddy's dick." He moans. "Such a perfect little slut for Daddy, that's it, Allie." He encouraged, and with that her head fell back against the pillow, and his name ripped from her throat as a scream as her body went rigid, her thighs the only thing to move, quivering as her orgasm hit. He felt her body relax as she came, her already tight pussy tightening like a vise around him and it drove him over the edge. He let out a roar as he pushed as deep as he could into her, shooting rope after rope of cum into his daughter's pussy. Feeling his cum pouring into her triggered another orgasm, not as strong as the first, but her body shuddered as she whimpered and came on his cock again. In the after math, his face was buried in the crook of her neck, his body pushing her into the mattress as they caught their breath.
When he moved and pulled his softening cock from her, she shuddered again, moaning as she felt a mix of their cum leaking from her pussy.
"Allison..." He spoke softly. "What...what have we done?"
"I...we...." She stutters, sitting up on the bed.
"Go. Go clean yourself up. This can never happen again. Oh god." He hangs his head. She quickly scrambles from the bed and gathers her close, trying to keep her thighs squeezed together so their cum doesn't drip from her. She goes to the bathroom across the hall and locks the door behind herself before she lets the tears come. He regrets it. He regrets touching her, yet all she wants is for him to take her again. She showers, cleaning herself, and then dresses in sweats and a tank top. She listens for any sign of him before she heads downstairs in search of something to eat. After she has eaten, and cleaned up the dishes he joins her in the kitchen.
"Hi." She says softly. "I was just finishing some lunch." He nods as she gets a water. They avoid each other for the rest of the afternoon, and when Sara get's home from work if she notices anything amiss between them she doesn't comment on it.
"I am sorry I have to work for the first while that you are home." Sara says, as they stand cleaning up after dinner. Will has moved to the living room.
"It's ok! I know you will have some time off next week for Christmas." Allison says.
"Did you and your Dad have a good day?"
"Oh! Yea, we didn't do much. I had a pretty lazy day to be honest, first real day off and all."
"Well, make sure you get up to something tomorrow with him! He has been looking forward to having his little girl home for awhile. He took extra time off and everything."
"I will." Allison smiles at her mom. Sara heads to bed early again, leaving Will and Allison in the living room. He resumes the movie from the night before, neither of them saying much, just comments about certain parts of the movie as usual.
"I don't regret it." Allison comments as the credits roll at the end of the movie.
"Allison...I'm your father."
"I know. I know we shouldn't have, but I can't bring myself to regret it."
"If your mother ever found out..."
"Are you going to tell her? I'm certainly not." Allison said, looking over at him.
"No. God no..." Will lets out a breath. "But Allison..."
"But nothing, Daddy. We fucked. We can't change that. We both wanted it, so we did it."
"But we shouldn't want it."
"No, we shouldn't. But here we are." She shrugs. "I'm going to bed. Goodnight, Daddy."
"Goodnight, Allison." He nods. She heads up to her bedroom, pulling the door almost closed before changing for bed, and laying there looking up at the ceiling. Beside her, her phone lights up with an incoming text. She picks it up, and sees that it is from him, her CuriousDDY.
'I don't regret it either, baby girl. As wrong as it may be, I can't stop thinking about it. About how your tight little pussy felt wrapped around me. About how beautiful you looked coming undone for me, moaning my name. Come to me when your mom leaves for work tomorrow. We have to be smart about this, baby girl. We have to be smart...get some rest.'
She sends him back a heart emoji, and grins as she puts her phone down, and snuggles in for the night. Looks like Christmas Break at the Marsh residence is about to become a very memorable one indeed.
Christmas Incest
"Shannon? Shannon? No, Shannon, it's going to be fine, okay?" Brittany said, running a hand through her tousled brown hair. Speaking into the rental's Bluetooth speakers, she tried to talk her assistant off the ledge back at the home office.
"Okay, but, Brittany, Michaelson said--"
Brittany laughed. Not a sharp, caustic laugh, but an empathetic one. Barely into her freshman year of college, Shannon already had the worry lines of someone twice her age.
"Do you know what else Michaelson says?" Brittany asked.
Hesitance from Shannon. "What?"
"A lot. Michaelson says a lot. But he won't do anything. Especially not at Christmastime. It will be fine."
"It doesn't sound fine," Shannon said.
"Of course it doesn't. He doesn't want it to. That's how he gets what he wants all the time," Brittany said. She flicked on the left blinker and prepared to turn into the driveway. "Hey, I'm pulling up to my brother's house. I'll be in touch. Merry Christmas, Shannon."
With that, Brittany ended the call and sighed. Every day, with the fires to be put out and the feelings to assuage. Nonstop drama is the price of living in the big city, girl, she told herself. Even her freckles were tired.
Gravel crunched under the wheels of the rented Yukon XL as she maneuvered up the long road. Just ahead, the quaint little cedar-sided farmhouse, with its black metal roofing and wraparound porch, came into view. From inside, the merry twinkling of Christmas lights sparkled against the windows.
Brittany had told her assistant it was her brother's house, but in truth, she still thought of it as their house. Technically also hers, inherited after their parents died, her brother Mark was the one who'd never left town. She had implored him to just sell the damn thing, but he refused.
Pulling to a stop in the empty driveway, Brittany turned off the ignition and took a deep breath. She could do this. She could do this.
As the years went on, she visited less and less, spoke to Mark less and less. But now, at 29 years of age, 30 was on the horizon. Still single and with no prospects, a small yearning, one that she pushed away and denied, ached for familial connection. Whether it was loneliness or her ticking biological clock, she didn't know.
But Mark seemed genuinely excited when she had called and asked about visiting for Christmas. Her loveable, goofball little brother, like her, single, no prospects.
They made quite the pair.
But while the city slicker sister had adapted to the big wide world and focused on eating right, exercise, and fashion, her farmboy brother had slipped into a more rural lifestyle. Loose hygiene, looser overalls, and a poor diet reaped a doughy exterior.
Grabbing her suitcase from the oversized SUV, Brittany walked up to the farmhouse, her hot breath misting in the cold winter air with every step. Reaching the wraparound porch, she remembered years of sunrises, sunsets, and stargazing.
During her last visit several years ago, it had needed some repairs, new boards, and paint. But now to her surprise, as she clopped up the steps, it looked brand new. Smooth and sturdy, she admired what she presumed was her brother's handiwork. He'd always been great at that, whereas she had broken so many tools over the years, her dad had lovingly asked her to leave it to him and Mark.
She knocked on the big farmhouse door, recently stained, and the frosted glass shone in the early afternoon sun. Thankfully, her sunglasses kept the worst of it at bay.
Silence.
Not even the sound of footsteps inside.
Brittany knocked again, harder this time.
More silence.
Oh, for God's sake, she thought.
She tried the handle and the door opened right up. With a slight irritation, Brittany rubbed at her eyebrow. "Mark?" she called out.
Stepping inside, she removed her sunglasses and looked around, her brown eyes adjusting to the light. The house was... clean. Immaculate. What the hell? Did he get a housekeeper?
Pine filled her senses with Christmas nostalgia. Decorations and garland scattered the walls and available surfaces. Lights sprayed reds, greens, blues, yellows, and purples across the open space, despite the daylight streaming in.
"Mark!" she shouted, this time not bothering to hide the irritation in her voice. "You better not be sleeping or in the shower!"
But as soon as she said it, she knew it wasn't true. The house felt empty.
Her steps echoed on the hardwood flooring as she rolled her bag forward to the kitchen table. On it was a handwritten note from her brother; she'd recognize his chicken scratch penmanship anywhere.
Brit, sorry I couldn't be here to greet you. Work came up and I have to take care of it. Pizza's in the fridge. You know where the shower is. -Mark
Annoyed, she slapped the paper back down on the table. "Well, shit, bro. You could've texted me, at least—oh wait, you don't even have a cell phone."
But goddamn if pizza and a shower didn't sound like heaven after her flight and drive. "Fine, Mark, I'll give you this one," she said through gritted teeth. "No, don't worry, I'll show myself to my room."
Suitcase in tow, Brittany traipsed through the old house. Up the creaky stairs, through the hallway, last door on the right. Impossible to miss, really, with the hundred or so stickers she'd applied to it as a kid. Amidst the remaining stickers and black, sticky residue of stickers long passed, another handwritten note from her brother.
Welcome Home!
"Uh-huh," she muttered. Her door always stuck, and with an extra push, she got it open with the familiar scrape of door against door frame.
Unchanged by time, Brittany was instantly transported years back in time. Mauve walls were covered by posters of NSYNC, The OC, and Sailor Moon. Postcards of beaches, mountains, and Washington, D.C. were travel keepsakes, while the multitude of photos with friends were proof of even more adventures.
Perfectly made, her bed was covered in Spongebob sheets, blankets, and pillowcases.
Her wooden desk still had an old CRT TV/VHS combo she'd gotten for her tenth birthday.
All at once, the stresses and drama from work halfway across the country melted away.
She was home.
Now it was food time.
Per Mark's note, she grabbed and reheated some pizza from the fridge, scarfing it down.
Hunger abated, it was time to wash away gross airport germs she'd surely spent the day bathing in.
Grabbing towels from the hallway linen closet, Brittany made her way to the bathroom a couple doors down from her room. Shockingly, waiting for her on the counter already were towels, washcloths, a loofah, shampoo, conditioner, and several other essentials.
That clinched it. Her brother had definitely gotten a housekeeper. And from the looks of it, one who was worth every penny.
She turned on the shower and disrobed while the water warmed. First off was the tan overlay and white shirt. Then, reaching back, Brittany unclasped her beige 32D bra. Pulling it away from her, the girls bounced free with instant relief. "Oh, thank God," she said. "Stupid bra."
Gently rubbing her underboob, she massaged away the evils of underwire. Moving up, she kneaded at herself, eventually honing in on her nipples. Pressing between finger and thumb, Brittany lightly pinched herself, then tugged.
A lightning bolt of pleasure shot through her, resting in her nethers. Might as well take care of that, too, before her brother got home. Just to take the edge off.
Denim capris and nylon panties were next. Just as goosebumps broke out across her body, steam billowed from the walk-in shower. As she opened the glass door, heat washed over her naked form. Brittany embraced it, the humidity wrapping her like a blanket.
Inside, the shower head sprayed pressurized rivulets down her freckled body.
Oh, it felt wonderful. Thick heat only turned her on more, and her hand was instantly between her legs. Honing in on her swollen clit, she rested a leg on the shower seat ledge for better access.
As she rubbed and the pleasure built, the rest of the world faded into murky darkness. There was only the water, furious finger motions, and her free hand squeezing her tits, pulling her nipples.
Just as her hips bucked on her own, Brittany plunged two fingers into her slick depths. A whimper escaped her lips. Even with water cascading down her, the trimmed land strip of hair remaining from her French wax bristled against the palm of her hand.
It had been ages since she'd been with someone; ages more since she'd been with someone meaningful. Of all the distractions that work provided, she ached for that strong emotional connection to a man, for someone to wrap her up in big, secure arms at the end of the day.
The tell-tale tingle of her crescendo fired off like an exploding Christmas light. Finding stability against the wall, Brittany fucked her hand harder, clenching down on her fingers for added pressure. More lights burst inside her, overriding all other senses, as an ecstasy hotter than the shower washed over her.
Whimpering turned to a rhythmic, satisfied grunt timed with her hip thrusts. Gratification racked her body and her muscles tensed in unison. She leaned her head against the shower wall and bit her lip, riding the swell.
Hissing, flecks of spittle escaped the sides of her mouth, mixing with the torrent of water rushing at her already.
With a final groan, her body shook in euphoria, and Brittany released the breath she'd been holding, coming out as a giant sigh of relief.
Okay, maybe now I can think clearly, she thought.
Needs of the body taken care of, she spent the rest of the shower focused on hygiene. Once her hair was shampooed and her body clean, she made the hard decision to turn off the shower, rather than just stay under its warmth for the rest of the day.
Toweled and dried off, only then did Brittany realize that she'd failed to bring a clean change of clothes with her into the bathroom. There was no way she was putting back on dirty airport clothes.
Stupid Brittany, she thought.
Her room was only a few doors away. She could make the quick trip in just a towel. Even if Mark had gotten home, she'd be okay. Not ideal, but he'd seen her in pajamas and bikinis before; a towel wasn't anything worse than those. Just in case, she secured the towel with her hand, squeezing tight.
Opening the door, a wall of steam escaped into the hallway, escorting her forward. Brittany turned from the door—
There was a shirtless stranger in the hallway.
A shirtless, muscular stranger in gray sweatpants.
Brittany screamed.
Involuntarily, her arms flailed forward. Unfortunately, attached to one of those arms was the towel she'd been holding against herself.
In that split second, as time stopped, her towel was seemingly suspended in the air, and Brittany became aware of several things.
First and foremost, obviously, she was now naked in the hallway with a stranger.
So very, very naked.
That stranger's eyes were very wide in shock.
"Jesus, Brittany!" the man yelled, whirling around.
She knew that voice. "Mark?" she shrieked, desperately scrounging on the floor for her towel.
"Who else would it be?"
"I don't know! I didn't recognize you!"
"Are you decent yet?"
"I'm getting there," she snapped, still finagling the god damn towel around her body. Once she had it back in place, she got back to her feet. "Okay."
Standing in place with his well-defined, bare back to her, Mark slowly tilted his head to his sister, one eye closed, one eye barely squinting open. "Oh, thank God."
"Mark... what... what did you do?"
Gone was the pudgy, haphazard messy brother she'd known for all of her life. Standing before her was a 6'1" tall gym rat of a man. His brown hair, always long and greasy, was cut way back, high and tight.
Without the second chin he'd carried his whole life, a strong jawline and pronounced definition emerged. So strange to look at Mark's face, a face she'd grown up with, and both recognize and not recognize it at the same time.
The difference was striking. This new man standing before her was... attractive? No, more than that.
Say it, the voice in the back of her head told her. It's okay.
Fine, he was hot. She had a hot brother.
Not that she was going to jump him or anything, but, you know, objectively hot.
That was when she realized he'd been talking the whole time she'd been ogling him.
"Oh, shit, I'm sorry," she interrupted. "Long day. I just kind of spaced out."
Mark gave a quick laugh and shook his head. "C'mon. I'll get out of your way and you can change. Let's catch up downstairs."
"Yeah, yeah, sure, sounds great," Brittany said. Holding on to her towel tighter than ever, she shuffled past him, avoiding eye contact.
After changing into an orange top and purple legging leisure wear she used for pajamas, she met up with Mark back downstairs in the kitchen. Thankfully, he'd put a shirt on, which made everything significantly less distracting.
After exchanging an awkward hug, Brittany asked what she thought could pass for casual sibling small talk. She hoped to avoid all discussion about everything that had happened up in the hallway.
Forever.
"So who's your housekeeper?" she asked.
He shook his head. "Don't have one. I'm gonna throw on some coffee. You want some?"
"God, yes," she said. "Wait, so who the hell keeps this place so clean?"
"I do," Mark said, pleased with himself.
"Since when do you know how to clean anything? Or decorate anything?"
"Two years ago," Mark said. "My New Year's Resolution."
"To clean?"
"Yeah," he said. "It was a disaster, Britt. If you'd seen it, you'd have screamed at me. Even with mom and dad gone, I still think of this place as their house. I wasn't doing their memory any justice."
"So you just started cleaning?"
"Basically," he said with a shrug. "Found some cleaning videos on YouTube. Once the house was finally manageable, I realized I should probably keep myself clean, you know? Maybe don't shove a whole sleeve of Oreos into my mouth. Maybe don't drink four sodas before noon. Or even at all."
"Well, whatever the hell you did, it worked," Brittany said.
Mark smirked. "It's a work in progress."
"What have the local townswomen decided?"
Mark's expression soured.
"No," Brittany said in disbelief.
"No, it's not like that," he said. "They've been very receptive, which is, let me tell you, not something I'm used to."
"What's wrong with that?"
Her brother sighed heavily. "It's not their fault."
"What isn't their fault?"
"Look, I get that physical attraction is important. I do, okay?"
"Okay? And?"
"If that's all I'd changed, I'd understand. It would hurt, but I get it. But I've changed everything. I'm like a new person. I'm more involved in the community. I'm attentive. I'm handy."
Brittany frowned. "I still don't get it. These are all good things. Women love a man who does all of those things."
Mark nodded. "Believe me, I've learned this. But it still feels foreign to me, you know? Like they're into someone else who's in my body."
"Ah, that's imposter syndrome, brother dear," Brittany said.
He furrowed his brow in thought as he tackled that one. "Maybe," he said, biting the inside of his cheek.
"Listen, obviously as your big sister, I'm very happy to see the changes you've made."
"Thank you," he said, with an acknowledging wave.
"But, also, Mark, as a woman..."
"Yeah?"
"You have got it going on," she said with a laugh.
He smiled in appreciation and turned away, his face reddening. "Thank you, but that's like mom saying I'm the most handsome boy in school."
"Yeah, but that was mom," she said. "Since when the hell have I ever cared about your feelings?"
Now he laughed. "Okay, that's fair."
"You find some nice local girl, marry her, and have a whole football team of kids to help you with the house, okay?"
Her brother's impeccably clear complexion went from red to crimson. "I'll see what I can do about that."
"So," Brittany said, slapping the nearby countertop, "now that I'm here, what are we doing?"
Mark gave it some thought. "Well, whatever we do, we'd best do it fast. Weather is supposed to go south after dark. The Generac will keep us going if we lose power, so at least we won't freeze to death."
"Huge lover of not freezing to death," she said, repeatedly tapping her chest with her index finger.
"Tell you what," Mark said. "Why don't we just hang out here tonight? I've got some steaks ready to grill. I'll make dinner, and we can shoot the shit and catch up."
Brittany smiled. "I would really like that."
"After dinner, we'll batten down the hatches and dig ourselves out in the morning," Mark said.
"Spoken like a man who's had some experience," Brittany said.
"Years of it," her brother replied.
Together, the siblings poured their coffee and chatted, making preparations for dinner. Brittany talked about life in the big city, eliciting confused looks from her brother. Likewise, Mark talked about life in the small town, eliciting confused looks from his sister.
Whether it was horror stories about Uber drivers or horror stories about teaching local college students about agriculture, both had more than plenty of tales to keep each other entertained.
Just as the smell of steak, baked potatoes, and vegetables was too much to bear, Chef Mark announced dinner was ready. After Brittany had food enough for two days, she pushed her plate away, content.
By the time they were done, the horizon was a glorious mix of vibrant oranges, pinks, and purples, amplified only by a contour of sporadic cloud coverage, reflecting the technicolor sunset of many colors.
Brother and sister found themselves on the porch swing out front, bundled up, gently swaying back and forth, watching the sky turn dark. Evidently, one of Mark's newer tricks was homemade eggnog, and each of them enjoyed several glasses of the seasonal mix.
"I'm realizing only now that I've missed this," she told him.
"Same," he said.
A stiff wind came through, chilling Brittany through her clothes. Shivering, she scooted closer to Mark.
"Oh, boy, that got cold," she said, her teeth chattering.
"Get over here. I'll warm you up," Mark said.
Scooching over hip to hip, she leaned against her brother, laying her head against his broad shoulder. Being so close to him, an excitement ran through her that she didn't fully understand.
When he leaned his head against hers, electricity surged through her body, and then she knew.
Oh, fuck you, girl, she thought. You are not crushing on your little brother.
She needed something mundane to distract her. "You know, if you ever got a phone, we could stay in communication," she said.
"I have a phone," he said.
"Oh, my God," she laughed, slapping his chest. "A cell phone. You can text me and send funny cat videos. Keep me updated about your life. Like, for instance, when you apparently decide to get it together."
"Yeah, I know," he whined. "I just hate the feeling that just anyone can reach me at any time."
"You dumbass, I'm your big sister. I'm supposed to be able to reach you at any time."
Mark groaned, but bobbed his head back and forth, seemingly trying to come to a decision.
"You don't have to announce to the world that you have a phone," she said. "I'll be the only one that has your number."
"Oh, a secret phone," he teased.
Brittany rolled her eyes and laughed.
"Okay, you twisted my arm. Why don't we do that tomorrow?" he asked.
"I thought we were getting a shitstorm tonight?"
"We are, but nothing we haven't handled before. Roads should be clear by noon or so. Let's go out and find me a phone."
"Tell you what," Brittany said. "As a Christmas gift, I'll buy you the phone. Put you on my plan. Anything to guarantee that you keep the damn thing."
"No, you don't need to do that," Mark protested.
"Dude, I'm a single, professional woman in the city with no kids. I'm not rich, but an extra phone is not gonna break the bank, either, okay?"
Mark winced. "Are you sure? I really don't want to be a hassle."
Groaning in jest, she buried her head into his shoulder. "Oh, my God, this conversation is more of a hassle than buying you the phone would be."
Throwing hands up in surrender, Mark conceded, grinning. "Okay, okay, fair enough."
By the time Brittany had won the argument, the clear night sky clouded over, eliminating the twinkling stars. In its place, an inky dark covered the house. While they watched from the porch swing, a single crystalline snowflake fell and landed on the wooden railing.
"It begins," she said.
Taking a deep breath, Mark nodded, and slapped a hand to his knee. "Yep. Probably time to get inside and put that wood stove to work."
"But if I get up, I'm gonna be cold again," Brittany whined.
"You're gonna be cold again if I get up, too, so it sounds like you're shit outta luck," he said.
"These are only bad options," she said, pouting.
"Well, if we stay out here long enough, I'll grab some snow and throw it down the back of your shirt. That'll get you moving pretty quick."
"You wouldn't!" Brittany gasped.
"Of course I would! As your little brother, it's basically required by law."
"Fine, let's go inside," she grumbled. "But I'm holding onto you the whole way."
Mark laughed. "Okay, you can hold onto me the entire six feet to the door."
"You're damn right I will," she said.
As he stood, she wrapped her arms around him, clinging. "Okay, I'm ready."
"You know, as the older sister, I expected you to be tougher than this," he said.
"And as the little brother, I expected more heaty, less talky from you, but here we are anyway," she joked. "Now as my personal walking heater, I give you permission to escort me inside."
"Wouldn't want to jeopardize my job title," he said.
"I'm glad you're finally coming around," she said. "You need to listen to me more often."
"Oh, yes, ma'am, will do, ma'am," he said, deepening his voice, and laughing.
A tingle jolted through Brittany; unexpected, but not unwelcome.
Stop it! she thought.
But why? quickly followed another thought.
"Britt? You coming?"
She startled back to reality. "Yeah. Yeah, of course. You left me out here so long, I'm getting hypothermia." Then, playfully, she dropped a little. "I'm getting so sleepy, Mark," she said in a singsong voice.
"Oh, my God," he said, scoffing. "Here we go." Without warning, he leaned down to put his arm around her back and grabbed her legs with the other.
Lifted off the ground, Brittany shrieked in surprise. She threw her arms around Mark's neck and buried her head deep into his shoulder, her legs kicking the whole way.
"I can't hear you over the screaming, but I'll assume it's an appreciative screaming," he said, raising his voice over the din.
Inside the warm house, he carried her to the wood stove in the living room, next to which sat a decent stack of firewood.
"Do I have permission to set you down?" he asked playfully.
"I... don't... know..." she replied, chattering her teeth for effect. "I'm so tired, I might just fall asleep from hypothermia."
"We had a good run, then," he said, leaning her down to the floor.
"Hey!" she shouted. "You're not allowed to give up on me that fast."
"Hush up, you're dying," Mark said. "Dying people don't talk."
"Of course they do."
"Not for long. You'll be dead soon."
"I'm getting better."
"No, you're not. You'll be stone dead in a moment."
Brittany laughed. "You can't use Monty Python to diagnose me."
"Sure, I can. Handy farm trick I've picked up in the last few years."
"Will you start the fire so your sister doesn't freeze to death?"
Mark rubbed at his chin in thought.
"If I die, you'll be all alone without family," she said.
"I already am," he blurted out.
"Whoa! Below the belt, buddy," Brittany protested.
Mark winced. "Sorry, sorry, just sorta came out."
"You can make it up to me by starting the fire while I fill up our drinks," she said, getting to her feet.
"Sounds more than fair," he said, already in motion.
Walking to the kitchen, Brittany stole a glance out a window and gasped. What had been just a single, beautiful snowflake only a minute ago was now a blizzard. "Oh, my God! Look outside," she called to her brother.
"Huh?" He looked away from the stove. "Oh, yeah, that's how fast it'll happen."
"And we're gonna be okay?"
"You act like you didn't grow up here," he said, carefully placing the wood into the stove.
"I'm a city girl now, Mark," she said.
"Oh, yeah, that's very apparent. Anyway, I went through and inspected everything last summer, replacing what needed replacing," he said with a wave of his hand. "I didn't even bother trying to patchwork it. God only knows how old those connections and wires were."
Within minutes, Mark had the wood stove pumping out enough heat to warm an apartment building.
"Amazing how fast I went from hypothermia to blazing," Brittany said, removing her gloves, coat, and knitted cap.
"Every time someone tries to sell me an HVAC, I point to this black cauldron over here and ask if they've got anything that can keep up for a reasonable price. That usually shuts down all the sales talk right there."
With eggnog refills at the ready, brother and sister were back on the couch, each basking in the glow of an HGTV-esque Christmas tree, lights, and burning wood. Brittany's head was light and swimming, entertaining a nice buzz from the drinks.
Feeling good and warm, she sidled back up to her brother and leaned her head on his shoulder. She pointed at the blank TV screen. "You got anything good on that thing?"
Mark smiled and reached for the remote, thankfully nearby enough that he didn't jostle Brittany off the shoulder she was laying on.
"I don't know what you big city folk are watching, but I've been enjoying Space Lasers on Netflix," he said.
"Oh, get out," she said. "Everyone loves Space Lasers. Get it going, let's watch."
Space Lasers: Lasers in Space, a half-hour workplace comedy set onboard a spaceship six hundred years in the future, was a huge hit back at the office. Brittany and her assistant, Shannon, quoted it endlessly, often exchanging memes or gifs when they were bored or irritated at someone.
Needless to say, Brittany had seen every episode released so far several times and still hadn't tired of it. But between the long day of travel, the good buzz, the warmth from the wood stove, and Mark's comfortable shoulder, Brittany didn't even make it to the end of the episode he'd turned on.
After an indeterminate amount of in-and-out dozing, there was a hand on her shoulder. She opened her eyes, only to quickly close them when the dizziness hit. Wincing, she leaned off her brother.
"Britt," Mark whispered.
"Yeah?" she responded groggily.
"Power's out," he said.
"Huh?"
"Yeah, I don't get it, either," he said.
She rubbed at her eyes and tried to make the room stop its spinning. "Shouldn't the generator have kicked on?"
"Yeah."
"So what do we do?" she asked.
Mark sighed. "I gotta go out and see what the problem is. If it's just a loose wire or connection, it's an easy fix. If it's something else, it'll be a little tougher."
"But the fire is still going," she said. "We're plenty warm. Why not just wait until it's light out?"
"By then, we'll have an additional few feet of snow out there, and that just complicates everything," he said.
"Okay, but I'm coming with you," Brittany said.
"Not necessary. I've been fixing stuff around here—"
"Don't even think about saying 'by myself,'" she interrupted.
Mark hesitated, but scrunched his face in thought. "—in the dark?" he offered, but didn't seem very confident.
"Terrible recovery. Zero out of ten, would not recommend," she said.
"Well, it's gonna be dark. I'll give you the spotlight flashlight. You just point it to where I say."
Brittany offered a crisp salute in response.
Mark just stared at her.
"I don't know why I saluted," she said, sheepishly.
"How drunk are you?"
Brittany crossed her arms and pouted. "Not very."
"I'll take it," Mark said. "Time to bundle up."
Within minutes, they were dressed head to toe for an Arctic expedition. Mark reached for the door handle, but paused.
"What's up?" Brittany asked.
"When's the last time you were in a blizzard?" Mark asked.
"Couldn't say off the top of my head."
"Do you remember how loud they are?"
"I do now," she said.
"Stay close," Mark said. "Keep the flashlight on. You might lose me, but I'll be able to see you for miles."
The door opened and chaos exploded. Wind howled all around them as pure darkness swallowed them whole. Directionless vertigo seized her, exacerbating her dizziness. Meanwhile, snow and sleet pelted her face.
The flashlight, you idiot, she thought, chastising herself.
Pressing the button, the world exploded into light. The mix of night and snow looked like an old TV channel static. Biting cold pierced Brittany's snow gear, and all of a sudden, her chattering teeth were very real.
"This way!" Mark called to her through the snowstorm.
She lit the way for both of them. Every square inch of the property was muscle memory for her, but when it was her home a decade ago, there hadn't been a generator. So following her brother was a must.
Already, several inches of snow had accumulated, but they trekked through it with little problem. Fortunately, it was still fluffy and hadn't turned to slush or ice yet.
Mark guided her around the side of the house. A large white box, almost the size of an air conditioner, sat there in the darkness and accumulated snow.
Up against the house, was a smaller utility panel. Her brother turned to her. "Make sure there's plenty of light on the panel!"
"Will do!" she shouted her reply. Even as close as they were, their shouts were barely a whisper.
Brittany pointed the flashlight at the panel and her brother got to work. Whatever the issue was, his hands were in constant motion, never slowing. Watching him work now, so confidently, was bizarre.
Even after they'd inherited the house, Mark had known how to fix things, but it was definitely on his own time. But now, if there was a problem, he was on top of it.
I could be a problem.
Oh, goody, those thoughts were back again.
Before she could condemn herself, the generator roared to life, quickly followed by the house lights, which illuminated the siblings in the midst of the falling and fallen snow.
Mark shot her a quick thumbs up and closed the panel.
Turning around, Brittany pointed the spotlight back in the direction of the door. Already, their footprints were already mostly covered back up. What had been large disturbances in the snow were now gentle dips.
They huddled close as they walked, fierce crosswinds and cutting snow battering them the whole way. Thankfully, it wasn't too long until the side door to the house was visible. Once inside again, slamming the door shut, both collapsed onto the floor, neither one caring about their snow-covered clothes.
All Brittany cared about was that it was warm and dry. "Mark? You good?"
His response was a heavy sigh as he flashed a thumbs up.
"Good. I don't know about you, but that killed my buzz. I'm going back for more drinks. Want some?"
Another thumbs up.
"Atta boy," she said, already getting to her feet. The heavy coat, cap, and gloves were the first things off. Then the snow boots. Then the snow pants. Pretty soon, she was down to her orange and purple leisure wear and in the kitchen, refilling their drinks.
With a glass in each hand, she returned to her brother, still on the floor. "Okay, man of the house, you earned the drink, but you gotta get out of those snow clothes before you melt away."
"Just let me melt away," Mark groaned.
"Oh, my God," Brittany laughed, rolling her head back. "Come on, drama queen. Let's go."
Setting the drinks down on an end table by the couch, Brittany leaned down to her brother and grabbed a boot. Giving it a tug, it came free, and she tossed it over her shoulder without a glance.
"What are you doing?" Mark asked, still not moving.
"With that fire and these clothes, if we don't get these off you're gonna be the only dumbass in town who dies from heatstroke in the middle of a blizzard," Brittany said, just as she removed the other boot. With similar care as the first, she tossed it aside.
"I can't die yet," Mark said. "A fortune cookie last week said I'd find love in an unexpected place."
"Like a landfill?"
"I don't know," he said, straining as he sat up, "but I think it means I'm basically immortal until then."
"I'm not sure I'd place all my faith into the scientific efficacy of a fortune cookie, man," she said.
"But it was a really good fortune cookie."
"I saw a story on CNN last week that said accurate fortune cookie predictions are down by, like, forty percent over the last five years." She reached over and pulled his cap off.
"Not gonna lie, Britt," he said, "that one hurts. If you can't trust fortune cookies anymore, what can you trust?"
"Older sisters," she said, unzipping his coat.
"The same older sister that said mom and dad adopted me from a wandering troll circus?"
Brittany grabbed at his gloves, yanking them away. "I stand by that story. My only regret is not telling you the truth about your heritage sooner."
By now, Mark was down to just his thermal undershirt and snowpants.
She patted the sides of his ankles twice. "C'mon, let's go. I know you have those sweatpants on under these."
"Okay, yes, thank you, sister. I think I can handle the rest," Mark said, shifting suddenly.
"Nonsense," Brittany said. "If you could've already, you would've already." Standing up, she grabbed the nylon pants from the bottom and pulled.
Realization happened before reaction. Her intentions were to slide the smooth snow pants off over Mark's sweatpants. Instead, she got both of them.
As soon as she didn't see gray pants, Brittany knew she fucked up. But it was too late. She was staring directly at her brother's very erect penis.
Before either of them could do anything, time slowed down for Brittany. Immediately, she wondered if it had been like that for Mark earlier when she accidentally pulled her towel off, revealing her nudity.
It's so big, she couldn't help but think. Seven inches probably, maybe seven and a half. Thick, and so hard.
Her shameful attraction to him flared up immediately, and all she wanted to do was collapse on top of him and get his beautiful cock in her mouth. If none of the local twits knew how to treat him, she'd treat him right.
And then just like that, time caught up.
"Whoa!" Mark yelled out, squirming, and pulled his sweats back up.
Brittany yelped, whirling around to give him his privacy. Her cheeks flushed red hot, adding already to the house's heat and her arousal. "Sorry! Sorry! Sorry!" she said. "Fuck, I'm sorry, Mark."
"No, no, you're fine, Britt," he said. "One good turn deserves another, I guess."
"I did not mean to do that," she said.
"I know, I know. You can turn around now," he said.
Slowly, she peeked over her shoulder just to verify. Fully covered. Damn. The thought popped into her brain without her even meaning it to.
If she thought her own face must be red, her brother's was damn near burgundy. Sitting up on the floor, he draped his arms over his raised knees, looking to the side.
"I'm sorry, man," Brittany said, raising her hands apologetically.
"No, I'm sorry. I didn't mean for you to see me like..." he trailed off.
"Naked?"
"No, Britt. Like..." He waved his hands over his covered nether region. "...that."
"Hard?" The question popped out of her mouth before she even realized she'd said anything.
Mark covered his face in his hands. "Oh, my God," he groaned. "Yes."
"It's fine," she said. "I know you guys don't always have full control over that thing."
"Well, it's just... it's been a while since I had a girl stripping clothes off me, you know?"
"Okay, that's fair, I get it," Brittany said. "No judgment over here."
"I just don't want you to think I'm weird or something," Mark said.
She patted his arm. "Brother, for all the multitude of reasons I think you're weird," she said, and then motioned at herself, "being attracted to this piece of ass isn't one of them."
He laughed, rolling his eyes and tilting his head back. "Oh, my God. I said don't make it weird."
"Huh-uh, no, you didn't," she said, wagging a finger at him. "You said you didn't want me to think you're weird. No limits were placed on me."
"I'll take that drink now," he said.
"I'll grab it for you so you don't have to stand, you weirdo."
Mark scoffed. "No, I'm good now, no worries. Nice to know I don't have a humiliation kink, though."
"That's the spirit," she said. Grabbing the two drinks, she offered one to her brother. "To learning more about ourselves."
Raising his glass, Mark toasted her, and they drank.
All at once, time stopped once more for Brittany and a plan most lascivious laid itself bare before her. "Let me grab my phone," she said.
"Sure thing," her brother said, setting his glass down.
Searching by the couch, she found it and pulled up Spotify. Scrolling through her infinite library, she found her favorite Christmas playlist, turned up the volume, and pressed play.
"What are you doing?" Mark asked.
"Just go with it," Brittany said.
With the wood stove still kicking out an impressive amount of heat, and surrounded by twinkling Christmas lights and decor, she stepped up to her little brother, who towered over her.
"What are you doing, Britt?" he repeated.
She offered him her hand, palm up. "May I have this dance?"
His eyebrows shot up. "Are you serious?"
"As a heart attack."
She could see the hesitancy in his eyes, so much so that even when he took her hand (and the goosebumps ran up the length of her arm), his face remained skeptical.
But as Bing Crosby crooned of white Christmas dreams, Brittany brought her brother close. Chest to chest, she may have leaned into him more than was strictly necessary.
Grasping his hand, she laced her fingers through his and raised their arms to the side. With her free arm, she reached around and placed her other hand on the small of his back, bringing them waist to waist.
Mark swallowed hard. "What... what are you doing, Britt?"
"Dancing with my brother before Christmas," she said. "It's just you and me in this world. It's just you and me here. Tonight. In this house."
"Our house," he said.
Brittany stood up on her tiptoes and leaned in to her brother, their faces just inches apart. She felt his breath on her face. "Our house," she whispered.
Right then, she felt movement against her waist. His dick just twitched. She had him.
"I love you, Britt," he said, barely above a whisper.
"Love you, too, Mark."
With that, she closed whatever physical or emotional distance lay between them, and planted her lips onto his.
Brittany's body sizzled with ecstasy as they broke the taboo barrier. Kissing him should have been revolting. It should have left her racked with shame and loathing.
Instead, it was as if the universe had imploded to nothing except for them. She opened her mouth to welcome his tongue, and in that moment, nothing had ever felt more right.
A fervor seized control of her, and with a growl in her throat, turned the kiss she shared with her brother rabid. His large arms enveloped her, squeezing her tight, smothering her in a sense of security and closeness she'd never encountered.
His tongue pushed even further into her mouth, dancing and encircling her own. And then he was walking, arms still around her, tongue still in her mouth. Her eyes were closed as she made out with her brother, but she didn't care where they ended up. As long as they were together, they'd be fine.
As he pushed her back, his mouth left hers and he traced his way down to her neck. Tilting her head to give him ample room, more goosebumps prickled up along her arm and ran down her back.
Surges of primal electricity sparked from wherever his lips touched her skin, jolting the tips of her fingers. Already, her nipples were hard and she was slick enough that a wet spot on her pants wouldn't have surprised her.
Then, without warning, he dropped down and lifted her off the ground. Brittany gasped in surprise, but wrapped her legs around her brother. Her cushiony ass cheeks landed on the kitchen counter.
And before she knew it, his fingers were grabbing at the bottom of her shirt. Smiling and eager, Brittany raised her arms into the air, and Mark slid her top right off. Leaving her only in a sports bra, his face descended onto her chest.
Moaning, she tilted her head back and let him go to work. "Oh, fucking hell," she whispered.
"I've wanted this for so long," Mark said, meeting her eyes.
"Then we have a lot of time to make up," she said. Grabbing her sports bra, she lifted it off, freeing her tits. Unlike the last time she was naked in front of her brother, now she relished the feeling of exposure.
His mouth was immediately on her nipple, and waves of pleasure fired through her body. Burning with desire, she pulled Mark's face into her chest. Her hand ran along the back of his head while his hands cupped her ass against the countertop.
Brittany arched her back, pushing even further into her brother's face. As his mouth familiarized itself with each of her breasts, his tongue flicked out against either nipple. The longer he went, the more her cunt tingled, wanting him inside already.
And then without a word, he pulled back and lifted off his own shirt. Finally, she was able to appreciate his body the way she wanted to, without admonishing herself. Every pound of him would be on top of her soon enough, that weight and wanton desire, taking from her whatever he wanted, and she would give it to him more than willingly.
She pulled him on top of her, her bare back laying down across the cold countertop. Wrapping her legs around his torso, Brittany scratched at his back, tracing her way with her fingernails. Mark groaned in desire.
Layering his beautiful face with kisses, she made her way up from his chin, his cheek, finally landing on his ear. Nibbling his ear lobe, her brother gasped.
"Oh, you like that?" she whispered into his ear.
Then his hand was on her chin and moved her so they were eye to eye. A glaze over his eyes reflected many of the Christmas lights that decorated the walls. Behind those eyes was a pure lust that sought to mete out years of pent up passion.
"Take me, Mark," she said, giving him permission. "I'm yours."
Her brother picked her up off the counter and planted her feet back down onto the floor. Then, spinning her around, grabbed at the waistband of her pants and panties and yanked down.
Brittany yelped at the sudden force, both in surprise at the action and in surprise at what it was doing to her. Knowing she was completely safe with him, his aggressiveness was stoking burning coals at her core. She desperately needed whatever he had in store for her.
With her ass now exposed, she helped Mark remove the rest of her leggings. All at once, a forceful slap on her butt cheek arched her up into a perfect straight position.
Then Mark's left hand descended to the small remaining patch of pubic hair, while his right grabbed a fistful of her curly brown hair.
All at once, his lower hand pulled her to him while the other one pushed her away, lowering her over the countertop. Bracing herself with her forearms and elbows, Brittany gave her pillowy posterior a little wiggle for her brother.
Looking behind her, Mark had already done away with his sweatpants and stood fully naked in all his amazing, chiseled glory. I cannot believe this is who he is now, she thought.
And as he lined himself up against her, Brittany had a momentary flash of intimidation. It was one thing to admire his massive cock from afar, but a very different thing for it to be ready to penetrate you.
As if sensing her thoughts, Mark paused. "I'll ease it in," he said. And then the head of his cock was against her wet entrance. He rubbed it up and down her slit, lubricating himself as he pushed into her.
Opening up to her brother, Brittany gasped and moaned at the same time. From the center of her being permeated a sizzle of tingling pleasure.
Nerves in her fingertips and toes, hell, even along the top of her scalp, were hyper aware and sensitive.
"Change of plan," she said.
Before Mark could get a word in, she pushed herself back onto him, taking her brother in all at once. A fullness of feeling, like she'd just found something that had been missing her entire life, erupted within her.
Brittany yelped out, her body tensing up, as the dam that had been holding back true ecstasy collapsed, and every piece of rubble was an explosion of zesty indulgence.
Not a square inch of her body went without as the sudden orgasm stretched its taboo tendrils throughout. She was on her tiptoes, her back arched, and then two large hands clamped down on her tits.
"Oh, fuck!" Brittany yelled out at her peak.
She collapsed back onto the cold countertop, gasping for breath, while the floating sparks that had blinded her gradually vanished.
"Mark..." she panted. "That's... no one has ever gotten me off like that."
Inside her soaking cunt, her brother's cock twitched. "No one's ever been me before," he said.
"And it will never be anyone else," Brittany said, wiping away sweat that had formed across her forehead.
"You want to take this to the bedroom?" he asked.
"Not fucking likely," she said. "That cock of yours is staying put. We'll have time for the bedroom later. I wanna see what else you can do."
And then he pulled back, sliding out of her, and a deep sense of emptiness and longing took its place. Oh. Oh, no, she thought. This is what I've been feeling.
Being back home, being back with Mark after so long was nice. But compared to the sensation of being full, it was next to nothing.
Before Brittany could finish her train of thought, Mark thrust back into her. Grunting as fullness and pleasure returned, she could easily see herself fucked literally silly, into some thoughtless sex puppet.
And as demeaning as that proposition would have always been before, submitting to her brother filled her with such a profound sense of happiness and purpose, the only word to describe it was epiphany.
Mark's large hands found her hips, his fingers digging into her soft skin. Again and again his cock filled her, stretching every wall of her insides. And already, that dam holding back pure bliss began to crumble again.
"Oohhh, shit..." Brittany moaned. Just then, a seemingly infinite amount of fireworks exploded in her vision. All she knew was the rapturous pleasure invading her and the miraculous cock that had conquered her.
This time, Mark maintained his pace through her orgasm, which only multiplied her gratification. Totally blind, her eyes were wide open, mouth agape. Incoherent noise flooded from Brittany's mouth, followed by a slick of saliva that had pooled in her mouth. Spilling over the top of her lower lip, she made no attempt at hiding or stopping it.
A wet, slapping noise was the only thing she was aware of beyond the pure bliss that Mark had fucked out of her. Brittany's tits bounced back and forth, too, slapping against herself. That carnal sound, along with the knowledge that they were completely alone, pushed her even farther over the edge.
Moaning from her orgasm, Brittany stopped holding back. She wanted her brother to know exactly what he was doing to her. Beyond even the sounds of pleasure she made, her voice kicked up into a frenzied scream.
Then it was Mark's turn. His labored breathing shifted into an animalistic grunt. "Britt... I'm... I'm..."
"In me!" she managed to say, her voice catching.
Stuffed as she was, his cock engorged even more as it prepared to pump her full of seed. Mark gave a hard, final thrust, his hands clamping down on her hips, squeezing tight, while he emptied himself into her. Warm spurts of ejaculate filled her.
A deep feeling of contentment resounded within Brittany. His cum was her reward. She did that for him. And while her brother continued to shoot his load, she clamped her cunt down on him, milking every last drop.
Mark uttered one last, shuddering noise as he finished inside her. Brittany collapsed onto the countertop, gasping for breath, while he lowered himself onto her back, also panting. Even as they rested in post-coital bliss, his impressive member twitched within her.
"Oh, fuck, Britt, I didn't even think about protection," Mark said.
She wiggled her ass right back into him. "And you'll never have to think about it again."
"But what if... you know..."
Brittany slid off of her brother. The empty feeling returned, but this time, it was only physical, not emotional. Cum leaked out of her, running down her thigh, which usually embarrassed her. But not in front of Mark; nothing would embarrass her in front of him. She was free to be an open book.
Turning around, she reached up and placed a loving hand on his cheek. "What if I get pregnant?"
"Yeah, exactly."
"This is our family home, Mark. You and I are all we have left. Wouldn't you like to raise a family here?"
"I..." he trailed off.
"Mark?"
He placed his hand over hers and squeezed. "I want that more than you can possibly know."
Brittany's heart overflowed with love for her brother. "Then I'll move in. We can be together. And whatever happens happens."
"But what about your job?"
She scoffed and rolled her eyes. Not at her brother, but at the job. "Fuck it. I'll quit over text right now. All I want is to be here with you. I'm so sorry it took me so long to see you."
Mark shook his head. "No, I'm the one that's sorry. Sorry that it took me so long to finally become the man you deserve."
"You always deserved me," Brittany said.
She kissed him again, slowly, just on the mouth. They remained like that, happy, content, naked, until Mark's tongue slipped up against Brittany's lips. Happily, she opened her mouth to let him in, and she reciprocated.
It didn't take long for Mark's cock to reawaken, bumping up against his sister.
Bathed in heat and twinkling, multicolored LED lighting, Brittany smiled. "Not a bad holiday this year," she said.
"I think it's my favorite so far," he said, reaching down and cupping her ass to bring her closer.
"Merry Christmas, Mark."
"Merry Christmas, Britt."
Outside, as the snowstorm raged, inside, brother and sister reconnected, making love, laughing, and finally, falling asleep in each other's arms.
Christmas Time
Coming into December, I knew this Christmas was going to be a hard one. Jill and I had been together for over six years, then she dumped me out of the blue in early November. I'd moved city for her, we spent every holiday together, and we moved in together a year before. All that was over now, with practically no explanation.
But every cloud has its silver lining - at least I'd get to spend Christmas with my family for the first time in over half a decade. I hadn't even seen them in person for over two years!
I texted my sister Bella.
"Hey, don't tell mom but I've just booked a flight in to town for xmas eve. Can you pick me up from the airport?"
"Why don't you want me to tell Mom?"
"Because it's a surprise you idiot. Flight gets in at 4. Can you pick me up?"
"Fine. But not if you call me an idiot again"
"Thanks stupid"
"Fuck you!"
With that settled, I counted down the days until Christmas Eve, watching the weather forecasts with increasing anxiety all the way up to the morning of my flight - it'd be just my luck to have the flight canceled thanks to snow. Mercifully, I woke up and the skies were a crystal clear blue without a hint of a breeze. Things were finally starting to look up.
"Jason! Over here, idiot!" I almost didn't recognize Bella in person. She'd grown her hair and was wearing a full face of makeup - foundation, blush, mascara, the works. She'd always been pretty, with her pixie cut and subtle lipstick, but now she looked stunning. Even with the harsh florescent airport lighting.
"Shit! Sorry Bella!" I caught a scowl from the parents of a young kid for my language, but I didn't care. After we exchanged a quick peck on the cheeks, I pointed to Bella's face. "What's with the war paint?"
She rolled her eyes. "All the girls from high school are having a party at Emma's house tonight. Thought I should at least pretend to look like someone with her life put together."
"Well, it's working. You look great." I looked her up and down, studying her outfit - blazer, matching slacks, white blouse, sensible flats. "Very...professional. Especially for a photographer." I shifted my luggage from one hand to the other.
Bella took the hint. "Yeah, let's go. My party starts at 6 and the traffic's going to be a fucking bitch." She led the way to her car.
Her prediction about the traffic was spot-on. In the hour it took to get home, we quickly ran out of small talk, so the majority of the trip was spent in comfortable silence.
In the moments Bella was concentrating on traffic, I took the chance to really study her. She was two years older than me, but I was always the more "grown up" one. I got the decent office job, she struggled to make it as a photographer. Until November, I was in a long-term relationship, she was never interested in settling down.
But something must've happened over summer, because she was looking so grown up now. I hesitate to use the word "mature" because she still looked younger than me. I looked at her slim body and soft, attractive face and found myself wondering how many guys had kissed those lips, traced their fingers down her neck and explored what was hiding under that blouse, hiding between those legs.
Of course, I yelled at myself for thinking such thoughts. She was my fucking sister, for crying out loud. Maybe it was the prospect of spending Christmas as a single guy, coupled with the unexpected change in my sister's appearance, and my brain and my dick had confused and combined the two. By the time Bella was pulling into our street, I'd managed to will my semi-erection back down to softness.
And just in time, too. Bella rang the doorbell, then started unlocking the front door. By the time she got the door open, Mom was at the doorway with her arms open wide. At least, I thought it was my mom. This woman was skinnier than my mom, and her hair didn't have any of the gray regrowth my mom's hair usually had.
"My baby!" She cheered. Before I could respond, she threw her arms around me and hugged me tight.
I locked eyes with Bella.
"She made me tell. I swear," she grinned guiltily.
I hugged Mom and patted her back. "Hey Mom. Merry Christmas."
She'd deny it, but I thought I saw her wiping a tear from her cheek. "Welcome home, Jason. Now, come in, both of you. You're letting all the heat out."
"Wish I could, but I've gotta hit the road," Bella said. "Last thing I need is for the girls to revive 'Belated Bella'." She kissed Mom on the corner of her mouth, then pecked my cheek. "You two behave!" She grinned and shut the door. In moments, her car was reversing out of the driveway.
"The house looks great, Mom." I gestured to the insane amount of Christmas decorations around the place. Tinsel, candles, the tree, more red-and-green than you should shake a candy cane at. Outside, multicolored lights twinkled in through the curtains. "You've gone all out this year."
"Well, when Bella said you were coming home for the holiday, I knew we had to make it extra special for you. I know how much you loved Christmas as a boy."
"Thanks, Mom. That's so nice." I set my bags down. "And you look really good, too, Mom." I gestured to her slim figure. The chubby, jolly Mom I knew was replaced with a slim-but-curvy woman with a spring in her step. "Did you do this for a guy? I hope you aren't going to spring some new boyfriend on me or something."
She laughed, maybe a little surprised at my boldness. "No, sweetie, I did this for me. I got on a bit of a health kick in spring. And definitely no boyfriends, I can assure you." She smiled, but she quickly got a little uncomfortable with the attention I was paying to her figure. "Listen, dinner's about 20 minutes away. Why don't you take your bags to your room, freshen up a bit?"
I took the hint, leaving Mom to return to the kitchen while I went upstairs to my room. The room looked the same, but once again I was struck by the realization that every time I come back here, so many things have changed. I bathed in my melancholy for a minute, then dug my gifts out from my luggage. I brought them downstairs and placed them under the tree.
I helped Mom out in the kitchen, setting our places and getting us a glass of water each. Once again I found myself admiring her. Not her figure this time - I was admiring how she'd managed to raise two fairly well-adjusted kids all by herself in a city where she didn't have any family to support her. My dad left when I was a baby, and Bella doesn't have fond memories of him, so maybe it was for the best.
But before long, I cursed myself because I was back to admiring Mom's body again. She was wearing a sweatsuit from one of those expensive exercise brands, and somehow the fabric was hugging all the right places. She was busty, and her ass had a definite shape to it that didn't exist last time I saw her. Fuck, there had to have been something wrong with me. First Bella, now Mom? Why couldn't I stop checking them out?
I tried to tell myself I was just noticing the changes after being away for so long, but couldn't even convince myself of that. Luckily, Mom snapped me out of my trance with a cheerful "Dinner's ready!"
I looked at the plate - homemade pizza. My favorite. "Thanks, Mom, it looks amazing." I dug into the pizza, which pushed all inappropriate thoughts out of my mind.
"Any plans for tonight, sweetheart?" Mom asked between slices.
"Nah, I figured Christmas Eve and Christmas Day should be all about family. Friends can wait till after."
"Oh, that's nice. Pity your sister won't be getting home until quite late. It'd be nice to have some quality time as a family."
"We can still hang out and chat, though," I offered. "And don't think I missed the smell of mulled wine as soon as I stepped in."
"Okay, it's a date. One-on-one time with my baby boy on Christmas Eve. How lucky I am!" She grinned.
After I cleared the plates, we migrated to the lounge room with a glass of wine each. It started off normal enough, just asking questions about work, friends, plans, the usual. At some point, Mom flicked on the TV to "It's A Wonderful Life" and we half-watched it in the background.
"I really am sorry about you and Jill," Mom announced out of nowhere.
"Oh. Yeah. Me too." I gulped my wine, trying to keep a poker face.
"But...no offence, Jason, I'm mostly kind of relieved."
I frowned. "What? Why?"
She sighed. "It's really none of my business, but she always seemed so...controlling. Every holiday had to be spent with her, and so we never saw you. And besides, you look a bit more relaxed this time."
It was all true, but I was still surprised Mom was being as blunt as she was. "I...Yeah. She never really fit in here, did she?"
"It felt to me like she thought she was better than us. If you don't mind me saying so."
I shrugged. "Yeah, I know what you mean. But.." I finished my glass. "Is it okay if we stop talking about it? I came here to get away from thinking about all that."
"Oh, of course, darling. I'm sorry." She finished her wine, then picked up my glass. "Another?"
I nodded. "Please."
When she was out of the room, I thought bitterly about asking about her love life - see how she likes it. But no, that would hardly be in keeping with the spirit of the holidays. But I did want to ask something that had been on my mind for a while.
Mom had filled the glasses with more than last time, but I didn't mind. It's the holidays, after all. "Promise me you won't bring this up to Bella, but..."
She raised her eyebrows. "Mmm?"
"Don't you think it's about time she try moving out? I know it's way too damn hard to actually buy anything, but surely there's rentals at prices she can afford."
Mom can be too kind sometimes. "I know what you're saying, but I really don't mind. It's nice having her so close. She helps me from feeling too lonely in this big old house." She gestured around the place. "As far as I'm concerned, she can live here as long as she wants, if that's what she wants."
"You can be too kind sometimes. I bet most of my friends' parents would not feel the same way."
Mom was halfway through her second glass. "Yeah, but a lot of them are assholes anyway."
I laughed hard. I'd forgotten how fun Mom could be when she was tipsy. "You aren't wrong, Mom." I grinned.
She smiled warmly back at me, then looked over at the TV. "Oh, this is my favorite part. Can I...?" She didn't finish the question. Mom switched from her chair and sat down beside me on the sofa. Jimmy Stewart was about to give his speech about throwing a lasso around the moon.
Her leg resting softly against mine, she leaned forward towards the TV and swooned. "Oh, isn't that just so romantic?"
It was rhetorical, so I stayed quiet and let her enjoy the moment.
She leaned against me ever so slightly. "Sorry, look at your old Mom embarrassing herself again. But it's so good having you home this year, Jason."
I rubbed her back briefly. "It's good to be back, Mom." I paused, uncertain whether to go on. "And hey, you're not old. You look better than you have in years, really."
She kissed me on the cheek. "You're sweet to say so, darling."
We watched the movie in comfortable silence after that, not quite cuddling up to each other on the sofa. At some point I suggested a third glass, and Mom agreed. When I returned with the refills, I rejoined Mom on the couch, settling into the same position as before.
When the movie was over, we both agreed it was probably time for bed. "You wouldn't want Santa to catch you still awake when he comes down the chimney," Mom joked.
I took the glasses to the kitchen and rinsed them in the sink. We'd had a bit more than either of us intended, but we were still feeling good. I stepped back into the lounge room, where Mom was still on the couch.
"Hey," she said and held an index finger up, pointing at the ceiling.
I didn't know whether she meant "stop" or "look up", so I did both.
Above my head, in the top of the doorway, was a mistletoe decoration hanging down. "Has that always been there?"
Mom ignored the question and got up from the couch. She crossed the room and stood before me.
I smiled the smile of someone on the receiving end of a practical joke - Haha, yes, okay, you got me. But Mom smiled a different kind of smile.
"Come on, it's tradition," she reasoned.
"Fine, just a quick one."
I leaned down towards Mom, who had already turned her head away so I could kiss her cheek. It was all going to be very chaste and completely normal. I leaned in further, lips almost touching her cheek. Then she turned towards me and something happened.
My lips met hers. Her lips met mine. They stayed there. Mine stayed there. We stayed there, mother and son kissing, for far too long. Just standing in the doorway, lips pressed against lips, breathing in each other's breath. She stepped closer, then I stepped closer. Our hands soon found each other's torso. We embraced. Our eyes closed. Body pressed into body. Our lips parted tentatively. Breathing deepened and quickened. Hearts pounded rapidly.
She ran her fingers through my hair. I rested my hands against the small of her back. I felt her tongue flick my lips. She heard me moan. I felt myself stiffening and pressed my crotch into her stomach.
She slid her tongue confidently into my mouth. I slipped a hand into her waistband and felt her soft cotton panties covering her shapely ass. She started undoing with my belt.
Outside, a car beeped its horn and left a neighbor's house. We both opened our eyes, snapped out of the inexplicable lustful embrace. I pulled my hand from the back of Mom's sweatpants and she let go of my belt, which she'd managed to unbuckle. We both stepped back.
A little breathless and very flushed in the face, I muttered, "I'm sorry, mom, I don't know what happened..."
Mom shook her head. "Me either. But..."
"But...you don't want to stop?" Hot, sticky goosebumps erupted all over my skin.
Mom shook her head.
"Me either," I confessed.
"Then...?" Mom stepped towards me, eyes twinkling with trepidation and desire.
I stepped forward and kissed my mother deeply on her open mouth. She embraced me again, pressing herself into my throbbing erection. I couldn't believe I wanted my Mom in this way. And even weirder, that she wanted me in the same way. Weren't there genetic things to stop these sorts of feelings from happening?
I decided I didn't care. Mom looked and smelled incredible, and she was a fantastic kisser. She sucked my bottom lip and moved one of my hands to her ass again. I squeezed enthusiastically, feeling her springy flesh surrendering to my groping fingers.
She kissed my neck and, as she sucked my earlobe, she whispered, "I missed you, Jason."
"I missed you, Mom," I replied, kissing her neck and pulling at the waistband of her sweatpants.
She grabbed my wrists and shook her head. " Mm-mm. Not here. Upstairs."
I understood. She kept hold of one of my wrists and guided me upstairs, down the hallway and into her bedroom, flicking on the light. I shut the door behind me. Was this really happening?
Mom lunged at my fly. I was harder than I'd been in a year. My dick looked like a mountain in my pants. Mom pulled my pants down and lifted my shirt over my head. I ripped my shoes and socks off and lifted Mom's sweater up with her shirt trapped inside. She kicked off her slippers pulled her sweatpants down, and now we were staring at each other in our underwear. Mom could see my bulging erection in my boxers, with a growing precum wet patch at the tip.
I looked at Mom's body, admiring her curves and her soft looking skin. Her pink bra fit nicely over her gorgeous C cup breasts. Her hard nipples poked against the satin fabric. I shifted my gaze down to her smooth belly, over her faint cesarean scar, and down to her pink cotton panties. Her bikini line was trimmed so no hairs escaped the boundaries. A tiny patch of dampness had begun to form low down.
It still wasn't too late to back out if either of us wanted to. It would be awkward, but we'd get over it.
Instead, Mom reached behind her back and unhooked her bra, freeing her large, perky breasts. I stepped forward and slid her panties down her legs. She pulled the waistband of my boxers out, then slid them down my legs and let them fall to the floor.
"Oh, Jason," she whispered and grabbed my cock.
"Mom..." I replied and placed my trembling hands on her tits, squeezing gently.
We kissed again, with Mom stroking my shaft as I played with her tits. She stepped towards the bed and I followed, throbbing in her warm hand. There was a sense of urgency, like we both wanted this before reality caught up with us again.
She lay on the bed and I climbed on top of her. She spread her legs and I positioned myself between them, looking at her neat pubic hair. Some glistened with her moisture.
Mom reached up and guided me into her.
I groaned, watching my 7-and-a-half inches disappear inside my mother's moist pussy. She felt so good, so right. Penetrating her was the most natural feeling in the world.
She released my cock and put her hands on my shoulders. I started to thrust in and out of Mom's warm, wet, welcoming womb.
"Oh, oh honey," she moaned softly. Her eyes were locked on mine.
"Mmmm, oh Mom," I moaned in response, quickening my pace, watching her tits beginning to bounce.
"Welcome home, Jason," Mom smiled with eyes that sparkled with the beginnings of tears. She thrust her hips, rocking in time with me.
I grabbed Mom's breasts with both hands and squeezed them firmly. "Merry Christmas, Mom."
"Fuck me, my baby. Fuck me," she moaned as she bounced beneath me.
I fucked her harder and faster. "You feel so fucking good, Mom," I grunted. I pounded my dick into her pussy over and over again. The sound of our bodies colliding echoed in her bedroom.
I'd only been inside Mom's pussy for two minutes, but I was already feeling close. "Mom, I'm gonna-"
She grinned at me. "That's okay, baby. You cum for Mommy." She bit her bottom lip seductively and moaned her encouragement. I felt her pussy squeezing my cock tightly. "You cum for me, sweetie."
I couldn't hold back any longer. "Mom...!" I cried and thrust deep inside her, held there and felt my dick explode inside her. I twitched and spasmed, pumping a massive load of cum into my mother. "Fuck, oh fuck, oh my god, Mom," I panted.
"Mmmm, I know, son. I know." She pulled me down to her and kissed me again. Softly, lovingly. Like a lover. She wrapped her legs around me, holding me inside her.
I kissed her back, releasing her tits and running my fingers through her hair with one hand and supporting my weight with the other. I gazed into her eyes. The whole situation was so surreal - this was my mother, and we were locked in a lover's embrace after brief, intense lovemaking, and it felt like the most natural thing in the world. My sperm was swimming around in the same vagina that had housed my sister and me.
Oh fuck, there was no way she could get pregnant from this, was there?
Mom must have seen the alarm in my eyes. She shushed me. "Don't worry, sweetie. I know what you're thinking. I know what I'm doing. It's all okay." She kissed me again, and I relaxed into the kiss, opening my mouth and gently licking her lips with my own.
It was unbelievable just how fine Mom was with the whole thing. I mean, 10 minutes ago we'd still been downstairs watching the movie. And here we were now, she's reassuring her son that she won't get pregnant with his incest baby. Who knew where this side of her had come from? There was no way she'd...planned this, right? No. No way. I dismissed the thought as quickly as it arrived and continued making out with my beautiful, naked mother.
Mom moaned into my mouth and squeezed my ass. My dick had started to soften, but now it twitched with life again. I'd never been able to get hard again so quickly after cumming, but at the start of a new relationship - especially after one that lasted a while - you find a hunger that you no longer thought possible.
I felt myself growing inside Mom's pussy, getting harder and harder again, and she felt it too. She started rocking her hips, gently fucking my cock erect.
"Good boy," she whispered in my ear. "Good boy, Jason."
"Tell me how you want it, Mom," I asked as we started to fuck again. I propped myself up, watching her tits jiggle.
"Me on top," she replied.
We shifted, rolling over and swapping positions without my dick ever leaving her hungry pussy. I lay beneath my mother, admiring her smooth belly, big tits and beautiful face. Her smile was radiant and her eyes sparkled with love. She propped herself up with her hands on my chest and started rocking her hips back and forth.
I held one breast and slipped my other hand into Mom's pubes. I quickly found her clit and started rubbing it with my thumb, using the pace of her thrusts as a guide for speed.
"Mmmm, good boy, baby. Such a good son," Mom cooed. "Just like that."
I nodded, concentrating on pleasuring Mom while still trying to enjoy the view. She felt so good and looked even better. Her long dark hair fell in strands over her face and her breasts. Her pink nipples were hard and begging to be sucked on. Her moans of pleasure filled my ears.
She increased her speed, and I increased my rubbing to match. I was determined - no, desperate - to make her cum. I wanted Mom to feel good, to feel loved. I wanted to make up for years of Jill-induced neglect. I watched Mom's cheeks flush red, and it soon spread down her neck to her chest. Her breathing got more shallow and urgent. I felt her pussy clenching my dick tighter and tighter.
"I love you, Mom. I love you so much!"
"I love you, Jason! Oooh, oooh, baby!" Mom cried. "Fuck me! Oooh you're gonna make me cum!"
She came hard, her whole body shuddering with pleasure. I told her I loved her again and started thrusting my cock up and down, driving my previous load deeper and deeper inside her. She was so fucking tight when she came. Her squeals drove me wild. We looked at each other with manic lust and love, mother and son fucking wildly on a cold Christmas Eve.
"Fuck me, Mom," I cried. "Fuck me!"
She leaned down and kissed me, a curtain of her hair blocking out the whole world except her face and mine. "Fuck me, Jason. Fuck me, fuck Mommy!"
I grabbed her ass with both hands and dug my fingers into her soft, shapely flesh. "I love you so much, Mom. You look so fucking good riding my cock." My jaw clenched, driving my cock upwards, deep into her maternal pussy.
"That big, hard cock. So much cum. Feels so good inside Mom's pussy."
I started rubbing Mom's clit with my thumb again while we fucked. The sound of the bed's creaking was drowned out by the wet smacks of our bodies colliding. Mom bounced up and down on my cock, her tits bouncing like mad.
"That's it, baby. Make Mom cum again. Good boy."
"Cum for me, Mommy. Cum for your boy."
"Fuck, that's it, Jason. Oh baby!" Mom's face flushed again. She stared through me with wide, unfocused eyes. Mom was lost in the pleasure we were giving each other. She came harder this time, squealing and convulsing and squeezing my cock until I was almost pushed out of her.
After that, my time was limited. "Gonna cum again, Mom."
"Give it to me, baby. Give Mom all your cum. I need your cum. Fill me up, fill me up," she chanted. And how could I resist after that?
"Fuuuuuuuuck!" I groaned loudly as my dick pulsed and throbbed and finally erupted. For the second time, I emptied my balls into my Mom's still-fertile vagina, coating her insides with my incestuous seed.
"Good boy, Jason. Good boy, give it all to Mom. Oh fuck, oh honey, I love you," Mom continued until I'd finished.
"Love you, Mom," I whispered breathlessly and released her ass cheeks from my clenched fingers.
She collapsed onto the bed beside me, also catching her breath. Cum spilled onto the bedspread when she climbed off my dick. "My darling son." She caressed my cheek.
"My beautiful Mommy."
"Merry Christmas, Jason."
"Merry Christmas, Mom." We lay there together in silence for a few minutes, then I asked: "Can we go under the covers?"
"Of course, sweetie." Mom and I climbed off the bed and threw back the covers, then climbed in together. We embraced, staring into each other's eyes as our hands gently caressed each other's back and side.
There would be time to talk about the reality of what the last 15 minutes would mean for our family in the future, but for now we were just wanting to enjoy this new aspect of our relationship before we destroyed it by acknowledging it.
"Mom?"
"Yes, Jason?"
"I just can't believe I never realized how beautiful you were until tonight."
She smiled at me. "Better late than never, I suppose. I always knew you were a beautiful, handsome boy. But not...in this way. Until tonight."
"It's a Christmas miracle!" I laughed, and Mom giggled.
"Can you promise me one thing, though, honey?" Mom asked, suddenly serious.
"What's that, Mom?"
"You have to be in your own room before Bella comes home. Just don't ask me what time that'll be."
"Oh, shit yes. No problem."
She looked at the bedside clock. "But I'd wager we've still got a little time up our sleeve..." Mom grinned suggestively.
"It'd be foolish not to make the most of it," I agreed with the same smile.
Mom's hand crept over my hip and quickly found my soft cock. She gripped it gently and started stroking. I felt a change happening pretty quickly. "My, my! Someone's got fuel to burn," she teased.
"I think it's Mom's Magic Touch. I've never been able to get hard so soon after cumming. And never a third time."
"Well, now I feel extra special indeed." Mom grinned earnestly. "Maybe I should do something extra special for my boy to say thanks?"
She disappeared under the covers, and within seconds, I felt my mother's wet tongue running in circles around my fully-hard cockhead.
"Oh, fuck." I flicked the covers off so I could watch my Mom sucking my dick. Like hell I was going to miss the sight of that. I rolled onto my back.
She ran her fingers softly through my unkempt pubic hair, licking my purple head. We locked eyes, then she took it into her mouth. I'm thick, but she managed to fit it into her mouth without issue. She sealed her lips around the base of my head and continued licking me in circles.
She slid her mouth up and down my shaft, head slowly bobbing up and down, never breaking eye contact. I started thrusting my hips in time with her movements, moaning softly. I put a hand on the back of her head and enjoyed the show.
Mom continued to blow me for a few more minutes before she slowed to a stop. She opened her mouth and removed my cock. Thick lines of drool mixed with precum stretched from her lips to my cockhead.
She climbed back up the bed and lay beside me on her back. I climbed on top of her and kissed her deeply. I didn't even care that I could taste my own dick on her mouth. I slid my tongue into her mouth and she sucked it, then she pushed her tongue into my mouth and I returned the favor, sucking Mom's tongue and swallowing our mixed saliva.
I kissed my way down her neck and shuffled down the bed, kissing my way to her tits. I sucked her nipples hungrily, massaging both breasts in my hands. Bella and I were both formula fed, so this was my first time with Mom's boobs in my mouth. I sucked hard, running my tongue in circles around her hard pink nipples. She stroked my head lovingly as she watched me enjoying her breasts.
When I decided to move on, I kept my hands on Mom's tits, massaging them and pinching her nipples lightly. I made a beeline for her pussy. She spread her legs wide and I took a moment to stare at it - my mother's vagina. Her neatly trimmed pubic hair, thick and curly and dark. Her lips were wet and plump, a darker shade than her usual skin tone. Her opening was oozing my thick white cum, spilling down towards her asshole. Her womanly scent was strong and intoxicating.
I dove in, burying my face in her forest of hair. I opened my mouth and stuck out my tongue and found her clit immediately. I tasted her salty tangy juices and started flicking my tongue from side to side over her pleasure bean. I could taste traces of my own cum mixed with Mom's juices, which added a whole new layer of sexy nastiness to the scene.
Mom responded by grinding her hips in my face and moaning. She grabbed a fist of my hair and held me in place.
I licked and flicked Mom's clit, moaning quietly. My cock throbbed hard at the sight, smell and sounds of Mom having her pussy eaten out. Guided by her movements and her breathing, I sped up, licking her faster and faster. Squeezing her breasts vigorously.
Mom threw her head back and arched her back. "Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck, just like that, baby. Just like that," she commanded. Her breathing grew more erratic and her body stiffened. "Make me cum, eat my pussy. Make Mommy cum, make your Mom cum!"
Licking as hard and fast as I could. Panting breathlessly into her vagina. Eager to make her cum, desperate to taste her cum. Finally, my efforts were rewarded. She squealed and spasmed and fresh juices flowed from her opening. She came in my mouth and I swallowed the salty mixture of her cum and mine. I licked her clit until the orgasm faded, then softly licked and sucked at her lips and her vagina.
"Oh my darling boy," Mom sighed when she'd caught her breath. "Oh my wonderful son." She placed her hands on my wet cheeks and pulled my face up towards her.
I scrambled up the bed until we were face to face again, my arms either side of her. We kissed slowly, passionately, deeply, and I entered her again. She wrapped her legs around me.
We moved together in long, slow thrusts. Gently sliding my cock in and out of her. Kissing tenderly with open mouths, breathing steadily. Making love with my mother on Christmas Eve. Her hands were still on my cheeks, caressing me.
Feeling every inch of my manhood sliding in and out of my mother's tight, loving womanhood. Mother and son, united in love for the holidays. Moving together as one.
We remained that way for ages, never breaking the kiss for longer than half a second. Gradually increasing the pace as I slowly built toward climax. Breathing faster, grunting slightly, feeling the pressure building inside my cock again.
For the third time that night, I finished inside my Mom. Hot, sticky ropes of cum shot into her, filling her womb again. She moaned happily at the feeling of my cock unloading my sperm into her.
I collapsed onto her, completely spent. Mom held me, stroking my hair like she did when I was a baby. Eventually I climbed off her poor squashed body and lay beside her. We snuggled in towards each other and immediately fell into a deep, contented sleep.
"Shit. Wake up. Your sister's home."
Harsh morning light streamed in through the window. I felt sticky, and I was naked. I blinked a few times, suddenly remembering where I was and what had happened last night.
Mom's voice was quiet and panicked, but firm. "You need to leave. Now." She was sitting up in bed, her top half completely uncovered. Her tits looked irresistible.
My sleepy mind was trying to form a question asking why Bella would come to Mom's room before anywhere else, but it was too late.
The door opened. Bella saw Mom, sitting up in bed with her breasts exposed. And me laying beside her, my morning erection making a tent in the sheets.
"Mom? What the fuck!" Bella went red with shock, anger and disgust. "You said we'd wait until Christmas morning to open our gift!"
Now she was smiling. Bella crossed the room and threw her blazer to the floor. She leaned over the bed and kissed Mom deeply on the mouth. They both opened their lips and moaned quietly. Mom started unbuttoning Bella's blouse with an incredible familiarity, then worked on her pants.
Meanwhile I just lay there and stared with my mouth agape. I couldn't believe my eyes. Last night was weird enough, but this? There's no fucking way I could be this lucky.
Bella, down to her white bra and panties, climbed into bed beside Mom.
"Wait...you two...?" I asked, stupidly.
Mom nodded.
Bella: "Uh-huh."
That was all the explanation I was going to get. The next instant, Bella leaned over Mom and kissed me on the mouth. I looked up at Mom, who nodded - yes, this is okay.
Now that I had Mom's permission, I gave in to my sister's kiss, parting my lips slightly. I reached up and squeezed her tits through her bra. Mom helped by unhooking Bella's bra and tossed it aside. Bella's tits are identical to Mom's. Perky C cups with delicious pink nipples. I massaged my sister's breasts, then she reached down and started stroking my hard dick.
Mom and Bella swapped spots on the bed so Bella could be next to me. I slipped my hand into Bella's skimpy white panties, brushing my fingers through her curly pubic hair. She was already aroused and my fingers glided in her wetness. I moistened my middle and ring fingers, then slid them inside her tight pussy. I started fingering her while the palm of my hand rubbed her clit.
She moaned in my mouth and jerked my dick faster. We took turns sucking on each other's tongues. Mom looked on with approval, rubbing herself at the sight of her children playing mutual masturbation.
It didn't take long before Bella started getting close to orgasm. My fingers made wet sounds as I quickly slid them in and out of my sister. I felt her pussy tightening around my fingers. She breathed rapidly and her face and chest flushed red. "Ghhh, fuuuuck!" She squealed as I made her cum. She shivered and moaned and made the same sexy face that Mom did.
When the orgasm faded, she pulled my fingers from her pussy and removed her panties. She straddled my naked body and guided my cock into her pussy.
I was suddenly struck with a childhood memory - Bella wrapping my arms and legs around her torso and giving me a piggyback ride around the backyard. And now, it was my turn to give her a ride.
She started bouncing up and down on my hard cock, and I thrust it upwards into her. Mom had finished cumming and knelt beside Bella, kissing her and shoving her tongue into her daughter's mouth. She rubbed and squeezed Bella's tits with one hand and squeezed her ass with the other.
I enjoyed the show they were giving me, but I enjoyed it even more when Mom stopped kissing Bella and started making out with me instead. I sucked her tongue hungrily, squeezing Mom's tits in time with my thrusts into my sister.
"His cock feels so good, Mom," Bella moaned. "So nice and thick."
Mom looked up at Bella. "Would you like to taste his cum, sweetie? I think I might still have some from last night," she grinned.
Bella immediately climbed off my cock and lay on her back beside me. Mom climbed above her face and lowered her pussy onto Bella's mouth, facing me. I repositioned myself between Bella's legs and resumed fucking my sister while she ate my cum out of our Mom's pussy.
Mom and I locked eyes with Bella beneath us. We both leaned forward and started making out while I fucked Bella and Mom rode her face. It didn't take Mom long to cum, writhing and grinding on Bella's face while Bella drank her juices combined with my cum.
Mom climbed off Bella's face and I leaned down to kiss my sister, tasting the sinful combination of my cum, Mom's pussy, and Bella's saliva. Bella reached out and started fingering Mom the same way I'd fingered her just before.
"That's it, baby. Fuck your big sister," Mom moaned into my ear. "Fuck your baby brother, Bella. Make it a Christmas he'll never forget." She was already about to cum again, thanks to Bella's experienced fingers.
The sound of Mom cumming, the sight of Bella bouncing beneath me, the feeling of her tight pussy. You can forgive me for not lasting any longer. I was ready to burst. My balls retracted up and my cock erupted inside my sister. She grinned up at me as she felt my cock twitching, filling her womb with my warm, fertile seed.
I withdrew and collapsed on the bed next to my sister. Within seconds, Mom was between my legs, licking me clean, moaning with pleasure at the taste of my cum mixed with Bella's pussy.
When she finished licking up all the juices from my dick, Mom shifted over to Bella, burying her face between her daughter's legs. She slid her tongue into Bella's opening and lapped up my cum which was now oozing out of Bella. Mom swallowed it in big noisy gulps, then started licking Bella's clit.
I couldn't decide who to look at, so I kept switching between the two like I was watching tennis. Bella stared down at Mom, moaning steadily. She clutched her right tit in her hand. Mom gazed up at Bella from between her legs, breathing hard, her nose buried in Bella's pubic hair.
Bella looked over at me. "Don't just lay there, jackass - suck my nipples," she commanded with a smile.
I happily obliged. I shuffled down the bed a little and immediately put my tongue to work on my sister's big left breast. Licking round and round the pale pink areola, then onto the nipple itself. I ran a few laps around it, then opened my mouth and started sucking.
"Oooh, fuck yes," she moaned. She started grinding her hips in Mom's face.
Between my tit sucking and Mom's clit licking, it didn't take long before Bella was about to cum again. I sucked harder and Mom licked faster. Bella's face was turning red and her eyes widened, looking glassy.
"Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck! Yes yes yes yes yes!" Bella cried before the waves of ecstasy washed over her. She arched her back and curled her toes. Mom moaned happily as she felt Bella's juices flowing into her mouth.
Bella's rigid body relaxed, a dopey smile spreading across her face. Mom climbed up and kissed her, her lips and cheeks still glistening with Bella's juice. Bella kissed Mom back, sucking her bottom lip and eagerly tasting her own juices on our Mom's lips.
Then Mom turned to me and we kissed, a hint of Bella's taste still in Mom's mouth. She licked my lips and I sucked her probing tongue.
Picking up on the pattern, I turned towards Bella. She smiled and kissed me. I slid my tongue into her wide open mouth and she met it with her own. We played with each other's tongues like horny teenagers.
When her children had finished making out, Mom lay down beside Bella, grinning. It looked like things were drawing to a close for the moment, but I wasn't done yet.
I gave Bella a glance that said "follow my lead" and slid down toward the end of the bed. I climbed over Bella's legs and in between Mom's, then motioned for Bella to join me.
"Jason? What are you doing, baby?" Mom looked confused. She thought we had finished.
Unlike Mom, Bella immediately understood and within seconds, we were both between Mom's legs. Bella started first. She angled her head to the side and started licking Mom's clit. I joined her, angling my head the other way, both of us now licking Mom's clit. And if our tongues met in the middle sometimes? All the better.
We both stared up at our mother while we simultaneously ate her pussy. She looked down at her two children, performing oral sex on her on Christmas morning. "Oh, my darlings," she moaned. "My precious babies." Her hips started moving, grinding against our busy tongues.
Bella and I worked so well together, and it didn't take long to build up a steady rhythm. When she went up, I went down, tongues meeting in the middle with Mom's sensitive clit sandwiched between us.
"Oh kids, oh babies, oh darlings," Mom gasped as we worked her closer and closer towards orgasm. "Fuck yes, fuck yes, make your Mommy cum!"
It hit her hard. Her whole body shook violently and she screamed at the ceiling. Her juices flowed constantly, straight into our mouths. Still we kept licking. Driving her insane with pleasure. Her whole upper body burned red. She clenched her fists and squeezed the bed. She was breathless and her body was stiff as a board. Still we kept licking, but we started to slow down.
It took a while for the effects of the orgasm to wear off. By that point, Bella and I had climbed back up and were laying beside Mom again, stroking her body and running our fingers through her hair.
"Fuck!" She chuckled. "Oh my fucking god. Jesus, kids."
"Love you, Mom," Bella replied.
"And merry Christmas," I added.
"I love you both, too. So much."
"And I love you, Bella." I couldn't remember the last time I'd told her that.
"I love you too, Jason," she said warmly. "Merry Christmas, and welcome home. I guess things have changed a little since you were here last."
"Umm, one or two things, I guess, yeah. So how long have you two...? And how did that even start?"
"Covid," Mom said, as though that explained everything.
"Mom and I..." Bella began. "Well, it's kind of an open relationship, I guess. We're still free to date other people and everything, but..."
"But nothing beats family," Mom finished. "So that's why we were so happy when you said you were coming home for Christmas. Especially after the last couple months, with your..." she waved the rest of the sentence away. Now was not the time to mention the break-up.
The reality was starting to dawn on me. "So you both planned this? Just for me?"
Bella answered. "Well...yes and no. We were meant to, uh, surprise you on Christmas morning. And it wasn't 'just for you' - it was for us, too. Our whole family." She rubbed her stomach. The significance didn't dawn on me until much later.
"Yes, I'm sorry Bella, but...I don't know, last night, it all felt so right in the moment. I just couldn't wait for morning." Mom looked so guilty.
"Oh, please tell me you didn't do the mistletoe thing," Bella cringed.
Mom nodded smugly.
"Jesus, Mom! Talk about cliched." She shook her head.
"Cliche or not, it worked, didn't it?"
"Oh, it worked all right," I agreed. I was already mentally working out the logistics of moving back home as soon as possible. "But...fuck," I sighed. "There's no way the gifts I got either of you are gonna compete with this."
"There'll be time for your disappointing gifts later, honey," Mom teased. "For now, let's just be grateful and remember the true meaning of the holiday."
"What's that, Mom?" Bella asked.
Mom hugged her naked family. "Christmas brings families together."
CHRISTMAS COOKIES
Rowan wrung her hands together as she waited by a huge decorated tree in the middle of the airport. The familiar sound of 1950s Christmas music played over the loudspeaker, all but drowned out by the sound of cheerful and exhausted people scrambling to get where they were headed.
It had been an entire year since she'd seen her older brother.
She perked up, a wide smile stretching across her face when she spotted the handsome Marine among a mass of chattering people exiting a plane. He was easy to find in a crowd. His broad frame towered over most others and commanded a presence that people made room for.
She ran to him, unable to wait for a second longer. His eyes met hers just before she reached him. The grinning soldier dropped his duffel bag and opened his arms to embrace her. She reached her arms around his waist, squeezing tight. The shuffle of the busy airport that surrounded them faded into the background. After a long welcome, she pulled back to face him. Her fingertips brushed across his cheekbone. New scars, small but noticeable, speckled his tanned skin from his cheek to his eyebrow.
When he'd been injured this past January, she'd tried to come visit him but he'd told her not to waste her time. It wasn't a big deal.
"Ah, I know. Took a bit of shrapnel. I'm ugly now," Jason joked.
His voice was low and reverberant; a gravelly sound that pierced through her skin and curved along her bones. Hearing it in person was so much better than hearing it on the phone.
"Not at all. It's not fair that scars look so hot on a guy."
Jason reached down to retrieve his bag, a slight blush appearing on his cheeks. His dark eyes flashed under his heavy brows.
"So what you been up to, Ro?"
"Mm, not much, I guess. I started decorating but then I thought you'd want to help me. Do you need me to carry anything?"
"Nah. I travel light."
Jason rested one hand on the strap of his tan camo backpack as he swung his duffel up with the other. They made their way to the front of the airport.
"I can't believe Mom didn't stick around to see me," Jason said. "She picks now to take off with her new boyfriend?"
"Would you pass up a Christmas vacation in Puerto Rico?" Rowan laughed, jamming her hands into the pockets of her jacket.
"I haven't seen her since last year!"
That was his fault since he'd skipped this Thanksgiving (and last Thanksgiving, for that matter), but Rowan kept that thought to herself.
"Who is this guy anyway?"
"Alejandro," she emphasized his name with an accent, "is a very nice guy, actually. A little young for Mom if you ask me. But, whatever, she's having the time of her life. He's from Vieques and wanted to introduce her to his family. I think it's sweet. And besides, this means I get you all to myself this week."
Rowan couldn't help but smile as she and her brother exited through the garland-draped doors and stepped into the mild Texas weather. Jason paused on the busy walkway, his eyes glowing in the late afternoon sun.
"Feels like home," he exhaled.
=-=-=
Jason dumped his bags next to the front door and took in his surroundings. Rowan had warned him of the place's size, but he was still shocked. The main room was split in half by a kitchen counter, the only counter in said kitchen, and barely had enough space for the single loveseat, small tv, and simple black coffee table that looked like it'd been picked up at a junkyard. Other than the unsightly furniture, Ro had spruced the place up with statement art (probably painted by the local artists she'd mentioned befriending). The plants, wicker lamps, and mismatched throws and pillows gave the room a homey vibe.
"I can't believe you've never seen my apartment before!" Rowan said.
"I can't believe I've never been to Austin before."
"Better music scene. One of the best. I mean, you know I love San Antonio, but it was getting kind of stale playing the same old bars all the time."
Rowan had relocated to Austin to pursue her music career after she graduated from high school two years ago. The two hadn't talked as frequently in that time. They'd always been close—inseparable in their younger years—but Jason had been having a rough go of it ever since his buddy, Mac, died in combat. He wasn't there with him when it happened, but losing the kid had spawned a deluge of issues, new and old.
Jason felt guilty for letting the distance grow between himself and his sister. He knew she hated it. This Christmas nearly fell in the way of Thanksgiving—completely bypassed. But Rowan had called and given him an earful, and he wasn't one to deny her. He knew it would be difficult to be here, for a week, no less, but after the mess he'd made of last Christmas...
"How's it going? Did you ever start that band?" Jason slipped out of his jacket.
"No, not exactly. There's a handful of people that I play with regularly, but we're not a band. I get a pretty good crowd at my gigs nowadays, so I'm going to stick to the solo act for now."
"You making good money yet?" Jason asked as he dropped onto the loveseat and stretched out his cramped legs.
Ro shrugged. "Not good enough. Still got my day job. Hey, don't get too comfortable. We've got a tree to put up."
"What? I just got here!"
International travel was always a hassle, but the three flights Jason had to take from the base in Japan had been particularly harrowing. There'd been considerable storms and turbulence on the way home, not to mention the nervous flier seated next to him on the last flight. The man had gotten foolishly drunk and gasped and groaned at every rattle of the plane.
But when all was said and done, Jason felt a million times more relaxed in Rowan's presence. And he'd been worried he'd be on edge this year.
Of course he'd missed her. Her sunny smile, her big blue eyes, the adoration in them when she looked at him.
He always felt this way when he came home for the holidays. It wasn't Texas he looked forward to, or his mother's house, or even his mother. It was her. As soon as Rowan wrapped her arms around him, he was home.
"You're going to put me to work already?" he continued to complain. It wasn't a real complaint, of course. Jason would do anything for Ro.
"You bet your ass I am."
Rowan disappeared from Jason's view and then reemerged from the adjacent kitchen with two bottles of beer in her hand. She handed one to her brother.
Jason frowned. "Where did you get that? You're not allowed to drink yet. You're twenty."
"I work in bars. Sometimes I get tipped with alcohol." She smirked. "Sometimes I just take it."
"Fine." Jason returned her smile as he twisted the cap off. "I am at your service. Where are we going to put it? This apartment is tiny."
Jason had only been in his sister's apartment for a few minutes and already he was feeling claustrophobic. He was sympathetic to Rowan's financial situation. Guilty, even. She'd told him before she hadn't expected Austin to be so much more expensive than their hometown. The studio apartment was all she could afford and she was still struggling to make ends meet. He wished he could send her money but the truth was, he didn't have much to spare.
"Hey, don't knock my tiny apartment! You don't know it yet."
"You don't even have room for a real couch!"
"Yeah, I guess we could've stayed in San Antonio, but I just felt weird staying at home without Mom."
"No, I'm just teasing. It looks great. You have it fixed up real nice. Besides, it's not like I have to sleep here."
Rowan's face went slack.
"You could sleep on the couch," she suggested, an apology in her voice.
He didn't have to ask why she looked so guilt-stricken. When he'd warned her months before that he might not be able to make it home for Christmas, he explained that money was tight, which was partly true. Money for the flight, and now the cost of the hotel—an expense he'd never had before—it was difficult to save up for, he'd told her. She wasn't going to let it go, though. A few days later, he received a cash gift from his mother. It didn't take a genius to put two and two together.
Jason's laugh ripped through the compact space. "That couch is way too fucking small for me to sleep on."
Rowan rolled her eyes as she started for the boxed Christmas tree and a bin of decorations that she had stashed in the corner.
"I'm sure you've slept in worse places."
"That's true," he mumbled.
Attempting to lift the top half of the fake tree out of its box, Rowan stumbled back, teetering under the cumbersome weight.
Jason cackled.
She was a tiny thing, absolutely adorable. Her small frame wobbling under the (still small but not so much compared to her) fake tree was too cute to save her from. Finally, she turned to glare at him.
"What are you waiting for, you big dummy? Get over here!"
Several beers later the siblings stepped back to admire their handiwork. Not only had they hung decorations on the quaint tree, but they had placed the little trinkets around the apartment they'd found in the bottom of the bin—items that had been salvaged from the last time their mom had attempted to do some "spring cleaning." Icicle lights, garland, stockings, and a wreath had been hung. The apartment sparkled with memories of their childhood.
Wrapping a throw around her shoulders, Rowan finished off her third beer and set the bottle on the coffee table. Jason sank back into the sofa. She curled up on his lap, her arms around his neck. The sudden intimacy surprised Jason, but his arms returned the embrace without hesitation, as if they were running on muscle memory. He breathed in the sweet almond scent of her hair. It'd been a long time since the pair had been this close. He let himself relax. Melt into her.
~***~
Solid arms enveloped her, caressing her atop the throw blanket, making her feel small and safe. Rowan nuzzled her face into the warmth of Jason's neck. Savoring the moment, she rested her eyes and breathed in the musky scent of his cologne.
She knew it might feel strange for Jason, having long since forced herself to stop this childish habit of clinging to her big brother, but she couldn't help herself. The alcohol in her blood, the twinkling glow from the tree, the way his presence put her at ease and equally excited her...
She'd missed him so much. She just wanted to feel the heat from his skin, to let the familiar scent of him fill her with joy. A joy that she'd been deprived of for too long.
"I bet you're hungry," she said reluctantly, giving him—or herself—an excuse to separate.
Jason groaned. "Oh, god, I miss your cooking." But his arms wrapped tighter around her.
"I missed you." She kissed him gently on the cheek.
"I missed you, too." Fingers brushed Rowan's hair. The motion sent tingles down her spine.
"Oh, no!" Rowan shouted in a sudden outburst.
"What?" Jason's breath quickened as he adjusted under Ro's legs. "Sorry."
She didn't know what he was apologizing for.
"It got late so fast! What time was your check-in supposed to be?"
"Oh, I don't know." Jason exhaled. He reached for his phone. Rowan grudgingly rose from her brother's lap. He had missed check-in; there were messages from the hotel letting him know, which he'd also missed. He'd forgotten to switch his phone out of airplane mode.
Rowan started preparing dinner while Jason called the hotel. He announced he'd lost the reservation since he was a no-show. With the busy holiday season, they could not accommodate him with another room.
"You didn't have to pay a deposit, did you?"
The last thing she wanted was for Jason to suffer financially because she'd whined and begged to get him out here when he couldn't afford it.
"Nah. No worries. Except I might have to crash here."
"Ha ha," Ro chirped, "guess who's about to get better acquainted with my tiny couch!"
"Not funny."
"Well, you can take my bed and I'll take the couch."
"No, I am not going to put you out. I'll be fine on the couch."
"We could share," Rowan suggested, throwing a furtive glance at her brother to gauge his reaction.
"The couch?"
She chuckled, "No, the bed. Unless that would make you uncomfortable."
Jason pondered a moment. "Why would that make me uncomfortable? Would it make you uncomfortable?"
Rowan shook her head.
Why would it make her uncomfortable? The two were best friends growing up and often fell asleep in each other's beds when they were little. Of course, they hadn't done that in over a decade, but that didn't bother Rowan. Instead, it excited her to think they could revisit those days.
"Yeah, I guess that's cool." Jason shrugged. "You're sure you're okay with that? I could call around. Try to find another room."
"No. Stay. That way you don't have to worry about getting an Uber or anything."
"Thank you."
~***~
After finishing their meal and their friendly banter, the siblings decided to turn in early. Lethargic from inebriation, they crashed onto the bed with the weight of the long but festive day. Jason stretched his limbs out over the queen-sized bed, not caring or not noticing that he was impeding on Ro's space. Although he was too big for the bed, his feet hanging off the edge in his outstretched state, he seemed as comfortable as could be. He moaned into the pillow.
"Is this your side of the bed?" he asked.
"I switch sides. I move around a lot at night. Kind of a restless sleeper, I guess."
"It's fucking hot in here. Do you usually keep it so hot?"
"No, it's freezing! It's just the booze."
"No, dude. I'm sweating. Can you turn the heater off? It's not even that cold outside."
"It gets really cold at night."
"What, fifty degrees?"
"Yes! Like I said, freezing!"
Jason laughed. He sat up in the bed, stripping off his t-shirt, his dog tags clanging with the motion.
As Rowan took in the sight of Jason's bare torso for the first time since he'd seen battle, tears stung her eyes. She hadn't known what to expect. He'd told her about the injuries he'd sustained back in January when he was overseas. She'd imagined him in the Humvee, the chaos of the explosion as it hit an I.E.D., the pain he must've gone through. They were lucky not to lose anyone in the convoy. She was lucky not to lose him.
Her fingers traveled his skin, tracing across the large, pink burn scar that marred his rib cage. It stretched like spiderwebs from his waist to his underarm. Goosebumps rose across his skin.
Glancing up at him, Rowan gave a disbelieving laugh. "You're cold."
"No, you're tickling me."
"Sorry." She pulled her hand away. "Does it hurt?"
"Not anymore. It's just kind of numb."
As she studied him, she noticed Jason shift uncomfortably.
"Still think it's hot?" His eyebrows were arched, his voice flat.
Cocking her head, she said, "Jason, you're still a fox. I'm not crying because of the way it looks; I'm crying because of what you went through. You seriously downplayed it."
"I didn't want you to worry."
She grabbed his hand. "I wish I could've been with you in the hospital. You must've been in so much pain."
"Nah, they pumped me full of drugs."
She shot him a look. "You're doing it again. Don't you want to quit after all that?"
"I dunno."
"Don't you get scared?"
"Of course I get scared. Fear can make you lock up or it can drive you. I don't let it control me. I just push through the fear and do what I gotta do. Anyway, it's all I'm good at. Not everyone is blessed with the voice of an angel." Jason smiled as he teased.
"Hey, speaking of which. You know what I miss most about you, Ro?"
"Hmm?" She swallowed hard.
"The way you used to test all your songs on me." He laid down on the bed, propping his head up with his elbow. "It's been a long time since I've heard you play."
Rowan got up and fetched the acoustic guitar that she kept by the bedroom door.
"What are you in the mood for?"
"How about a lullaby?"
=-=-=
The guitar's crisp chime filled the small space. Rowan's face softened as she began singing the soft, haunting melody. Her honeyed voice crept out to surround Jason like smoke.
Rowan never looked so at peace, yet so focused as when she sang. She kept her eyes closed through almost the entire song, furrowing her eyebrows when her voice went higher. Jason watched her deft fingers pluck the strings, the rise and fall of her chest, her throat as she strained. Jason always adored watching Rowan sing. It was the most beautiful thing he'd ever seen or heard. His body vibrated the entire time, every time.
Rowan's crystal blue eyes flicked open to settle on Jason.
"Fucking beautiful. I didn't think you could get any better. Is that new?"
"Yes," she said as she got up to return the guitar to its stand. She returned, snuggling under the covers and relaxing her head onto the pillow. Jason hadn't taken his eyes off her. He climbed under the sheet with her. Rowan pressed up next to Jason.
In the back of his drunken mind, Jason knew this was a bad idea. He should never have agreed to share the bed with her but he didn't know how to refuse without hurting her feelings. He'd done enough of that last Christmas. Tomorrow, he'd have to be careful with his alcohol consumption. But for tonight, he'd just have to suppress every—
"You can take those off," she yawned, moving her leg against the coarse fabric of his pants. "They feel icky."
"I'll keep 'em on."
"I don't like them. They're scratchy."
"I'll go get my sweatpants."
Despite Rowan's protests, Jason left the room to change. He considered finding an A-shirt to sleep in but figured it was too hot and his belongings were in shambles anyway. He returned to the bedroom in his sweatpants and laid back on the pillow. Rowan cuddled into him, allowing his arm to make its way under her head. Even in his boozy, sleepy state, his nerves were ablaze. She pressed her cold nose into the warm crook of his neck and her hand traveled across the bare skin of his torso to rest on the opposite side of his chest. A shiver went through his body.
"Are you cold?" Ro whispered.
"No."
"Good, because you're going to have to keep me warm."
Jason gave his sister a quick peck on the top of her head and let his eyes flutter closed, imploring the gods that be that his body would be on its best behavior.
~***~
The day before Christmas, Ro awoke with Jason to her back, his arm dangling loosely over her. She yielded to the luxury of his closeness. Reaching for his hand, she slowly entwined her fingers with his, trying not to wake him. His large hands were rough, as much as a tradesman's would be. Her brother jerked his head up. Rowan leaned back into him to turn her face to his. Blinking away the sleep, Jason groaned and buried his face into her hair.
"Ugh, I had way too much to drink last night."
"Oh, no. Don't tell me that's why you're so cuddly."
"Of course it is. You think any man in his right mind would sleep half-naked with his sister?"
Rowan was nearly stunned by the overt comment. Her heartbeat slowed a little when Jason smiled.
"Oh, fuck off! We used to do this all the time. You're my big teddy bear, remember?" Ro flipped over to tease him, pinching his cheek.
"We were little kids!"
"So? What's changed?"
Jason shrugged.
"You're still my teddy bear. Besides, I have all my clothes on. You're the only one that's half-naked here."
"Is that what you call this?" Jason lifted the top sheet to sneak a peek under the covers. Her tank top and shorts didn't cover much for someone who claimed to get so cold at night.
"You know what else we used to do when we were kids?"
Jason squinted at his sister's mischievous expression.
"Scratch my back," she commanded as she lay on her stomach.
Jason clicked his tongue but proceeded to graze the exposed part of Ro's upper back with his fingertips. Goosebumps emerged over her body. She missed this dearly.
Throughout childhood, the siblings had been attached at the hip. Even through most of their teens, they remained impossibly close. Rowan thought back to the moment Jason had told her and their mother he was joining the Marines. Her heart had never been so broken, before or since. Rowan had finished her last two years of high school without the safety of her big brother. But it was the anxiety she'd harbored about his safety once he'd been deployed that nearly kept her from graduating. Over the next four years, the pair kept in touch when they could, but it was a far cry from the late-night conversations they used to share. Jason's sporadic visits home became less and less frequent, and eventually, Rowan felt their bond weakening. But lying here beside him, she realized she'd been mistaken—their bond hadn't weakened—it had merely stretched across the distance between them, ready to snap back in place whenever they met again.
"Come on sleepyhead," Jason arose from the comfort of the bed, taking the coziness with him. "I'm hungry. What's for breakfast?"
Rowan turned and watched her brother but didn't get up, instead letting her eyes follow him as he pulled yesterday's shirt off the floor to redress. She couldn't believe how much his body had changed since the last time she'd seen him like this. Jason had always had a brawny physique, but now he was ripped. Hard lines cut in between his abs, tapering down in a v toward his pelvis. His triceps rippled with his movements. His pecs pulsed as he flipped the t-shirt right side out. Rowan's eyes flicked up to meet Jason's. Blood flushed her face with embarrassment at having been caught staring, but Jason just grinned, looking as if he was suppressing a chuckle.
"Hmm?"
"Breakfast?" he repeated.
"Oh! Your favorite."
"No," Jason's smile widened, "Huevos rancheros?"
She nodded.
"Oh, man, I haven't had that in forever. Can't get that in Japan," Jason said as Ro got up from the bed to close the distance between the two. She stood on her tiptoes to plant a soft kiss on his jawline, now rough with five o'clock shadow.
"You mean since last year?"
=-=-=
In the kitchen, the smell of coffee permeated the air as Rowan set out the cutting board. Jason had offered to help but had been exiled from the confined space. He sat on a barstool on the opposite side of the kitchen counter, facing Ro as she prepped ingredients.
"Why don't you put some music on?" she suggested.
"Okay." Soon, a song burst through the Bluetooth speaker that sat on the counter.
Rowan stilled for a moment.
"No way!" she said, "I can't tell you the last time I heard this song!"
"I know. I don't know what made me think of it. We used to listen to it over and over, remember?"
"Oh my god, yes! On that ratty little MP3 player that Mom made us share." Ro cackled at the memory.
Jason's eyes were glued to his phone as he compiled a playlist of nostalgic favorites. When he looked up, his little sister was dancing around while she flipped tortillas. Her dark wavy hair topped her head in a loose bun, bouncing around as she bopped her head to the music. She hadn't changed out of the clothes she'd slept in. The thin white fabric of her tank top didn't do much to camouflage her supple breasts. He noticed her nipples harden as the music swelled. She spun around to retrieve something from the fridge, her cute butt wiggling in her little red shorts. Jason was ashamed for noticing such things—he'd worked so hard on his issues in therapy and he thought he was in a good enough place to spend time with Ro. But she was magnetic. All those confusing feelings were still there, more intense than ever. His eyes clung to her as if they had any right.
Hadn't she done the same earlier? He'd caught her staring but she was probably just gawking at his scars again.
He watched as she touched her fingertip to her pillowy lips, seemingly trying to remember something. There's no question this woman was sexy as hell, sister or not. It was plain to anyone.
In high school, all of Jason's friends used to give him a hard time about his hot little sister. He'd constantly have to remind them of her age—two years younger than himself—but eventually, the hormonal boys stopped caring about that when they deemed her "old enough" at around fifteen. At that age, Jason's friends stopped teasing him and started hitting on Rowan. It didn't bother him much at first, but when she began flirting back it really pissed him off. He knew she didn't intend to date them or anything; she just liked the attention. But she didn't understand why it was wrong to lead them on. When his friend, Brandon, made the mistake of telling Jason all the things he was going to do to her, Jason broke his nose. It wasn't the last time he'd resort to violence to keep his friends (and anyone else) in check. By the time he graduated he'd earned himself a reputation for an explosive temper and had been threatened by school officials with expulsion on more than one occasion. Ro never did go out with any of his friends, but it was something he worried about often after he'd enlisted at eighteen. He knew he was a bit overprotective of her, but with a girl that looked like that, she needed the protection. He'd made sure to teach her some self-defense maneuvers before he left.
"What's up?" Jason asked as Ro paused to search the counter.
"Have you seen—"
Jason came around to Ro's side of the counter, sliding a lime from behind the carton of eggs.
"That's it," she smiled.
"Are you sure there's nothing I can do to help?"
"No, Jason, you'll just be behind me at every turn in this sad excuse for a kitchen."
"Like this?"
Jason advanced, wrapping his arms around the petite young woman, squeezing her body against his as his hands crisscrossed her waist. He nestled his face into the curve of her slender neck, inhaling her scent, a sweet scent, like summer rain on a Texas-hot day. Rowan's body tensed slightly before she leaned into him. A quiet exhale escaped her parted lips. Jason had to back away from her quickly for fear that she'd feel his arousal.
He was not being careful. He thought being sober would be easier, but maybe the alcohol dulled his senses enough to minimize the want. He'd have to experiment with that later.
He needed to reel it in. Keep it in check.
It was just so easy with Ro. Every time they came together, they settled back into their old ways. Like nothing had changed. But at least for him, everything had changed.
After Mac died in the fall of last year, Jason had been a train wreck. The loss had induced a deep depression. His commanding officer had recommended a therapist. With the doctor's help, Jason waded through the garbage heap of his emotional baggage—things that he'd suffered from before he'd even met Mac. Things that had nothing to do with his death. Things he'd never realized and feelings he'd suppressed. Many issues needed fixing, but it always came back to Rowan: he wanted to protect her, he wanted to make her happy, he wanted to hurt anyone that hurt her. He was scared of losing her. The doctor had come to a startling conclusion, one that Jason denied at first.
There was no denying it now.
~***~
Sometime in the late afternoon, Rowan heard the water shut off. Jason exited the bathroom. She scrambled to hide the gift she'd been wrapping on the living room floor.
"Whatcha doin'?" Jason asked, his gravelly voice booming.
His lower half was clad in a pair of dark denim jeans but his upper half was bare, still glimmering with water. He rubbed his short black hair with a towel.
"Nothing! Don't look!"
She attempted to block his view with her narrow body. She heard Jason's footsteps behind her and threw the now crinkled red and white striped paper over the small box. Jason's hand snuck in underneath her arm and grabbed the present.
"No!" Ro shouted as she grabbed her brother's arm with both hands.
"It's not Christmas yet!" she yelled through gritted teeth.
Rowan struggled against Jason's strength. She scooted herself in front of him and leaned back on her hands to place her feet on his chest. Jason sank to his knees to steady himself against her. With one hand still on the partially wrapped box, he used his free hand to grip one of her ankles, pulling her leg aside. Ro squealed as she thrust a hand up to her brother's face, smushing his nose and pushing his head back. Jason laughed through her fingers. When he yanked her hand down, Ro saw her opportunity and slid the gift, still obscured by the wrapping paper, just out of Jason's reach. She flattened against the floor under Jason's weight as he stretched over her to reach for the box. His fingertips undershot the target by a centimeter. Rowan giggled as her brother gave up on the gift and turned his focus to her. He pinned her arms to the floor. Her legs flailed, one on each side of the massive Marine. There seemed to be no way to escape his power.
Then she remembered her training. She had the maneuvers in her repertoire but not in her strength. Not against this beast of a man, the very man that coached her. But Jason had taught her something even more useful. To employ the element of surprise.
Her eyes turned to slits as she hatched an idea.
Ro gave a wicked smile and turned her chin up to plant a tiny kiss on her brother's lips. Jason froze, momentarily stunned with confusion. Rowan mustered all her strength, hooked a leg under his, and pushed him onto his back, rolling both of them over so she had him pinned.
"Ha! Victory!" she shouted as she sat on his stomach. "See? You're not so tough. I can still beat you."
Rowan knew damn well that Jason had always let her win their wrestling matches.
"Yeah," Jason laughed, "I guess I've been slacking on my workouts."
"Oh, yeah. Clearly."
Ro grew flush with the sudden realization that only the thin fabric of her panties separated her from her brother. The dark green dress she wore was pushed up around her upper thighs.
She'd picked the dress for Jason. Not only was it his favorite color, but the short length showed off the majority of her legs, which Jason had complimented her on more than once.
Butterflies swirling inside, her cheeks warmed as she dismounted her brother and sank to the floor beside him.
=-=-=
Jason was thankful to be saved from the heat of the moment. The tension he'd relieved himself of in the shower was a blazing fire in his belly now, much worse than before. He wasn't sure what his body or his hands would do if Ro had maintained her position. (He'd imagined his hands sliding up her smooth thighs.) But he was sure she wouldn't react well to it. For a mere second there, when she'd kissed him... well, he was an idiot to get his hopes up.
It wasn't the only thing that was up.
Jason reached for the towel he'd earlier discarded and pretended to dry himself off further before casually draping the towel over his crotch. He couldn't expose his baby sister to the full, rock-hard virility of his excitement.
"You can open it if you want to," Ro broke the short silence with her melodic voice.
"I'll wait."
"Did you get me anything?"
"Of course I did," Jason's brows furrowed at the ridiculous question.
"What is it?"
"You'll find out tomorrow."
"What'd you get your girlfriend?"
"What girlfriend?"
"Or is it girlfriends?"
Jason rolled his eyes. "There's no girlfriend. Don't you think I would've told you that?"
"No, not really. We don't talk about that stuff very often. It's been a while since you and Ashley broke up. You haven't started seeing someone new? I figured you just forgot to tell me."
Jason's guilt eased the tension in his loins.
"No. Are you seeing someone?"
"No."
"I'm sure you have guys lining around the block."
"Well, I'm in between at the moment."
"I know we don't talk as often as you'd like," Jason said quietly. "I'm sorry. I've just been busy."
"It's okay. You're still my best friend." Ro grinned and nudged him with her hip.
"Have you talked to Grandma today?" Jason attempted to steer the conversation in another direction. He was softening now, remembering the sweet old woman's face.
"Yeah, she called when you were in the shower. I told her you'd talk to her tomorrow. Do you think we should've gone to see her this year? Since Mom's in Mexico, I mean?"
Rowan and Jason's grandmother lived in Maine. They had not seen her in a few years. She was their only living relative other than their mother. Growing up, it had been just the two siblings and their mother, their father having died around the time Rowan was born. They'd learned to lean on each other at a young age.
"Probably," Jason admitted, "but it's nice just the two of us. We haven't spent this kind of time together in a long time."
"Yeah. I missed hanging out with you."
"I did too."
"So are there a lot of female Marines?"
"Why? You thinking about joining?" Jason joked.
"Oh, yeah, I've been hulking out lately."
"Not many. Why do you want to know?"
"I'm just curious if you get laid a lot."
"What?" Jason scoffed. "I mean... I do okay, I guess."
Jason felt awkward talking about such subject matter with his little sister. He'd told her when he'd lost his virginity while he was away at basic training, after her careful but determined prying. A few months later she'd informed him of the same, which was not something he'd wanted to hear. That was the extent of their knowledge of each other's sexual history. They discussed their significant others, but not the details of their sex lives.
"I thought when soldiers came home they were, like, horny."
Jason cackled. "I'm allowed to leave the base."
"Oh, okay. I just wondered if you were going to try to meet up with an old girlfriend or something."
"Nah. You know you're the only girl I come back to Texas for."
"What about Mom?"
"Yeah, okay."
"There's been a lot of girls, then?"
Jason shrugged. "A few. What about you?"
"Just one."
"Just one guy?" Jason asked incredulously.
Ro laughed. "One girl!"
"Oh, Jesus," he exhaled. Why did the thought of her with another woman hit so different?
He held the towel in place.
"A handful of guys."
A year ago, the mention of his sister's past (male) lovers would've sent him into a quiet, lurking rage. Now, he wasn't raging, just a little uneasy. It seemed his work with the therapist was getting somewhere. The doctor had said that once he accepted his feelings, he could let go of some of that negativity. Maybe there was still hope for him.
"Did they treat you okay?"
"Most of them."
"Somebody get rough with you?" Concern raised his eyebrow. (Well, Rome wasn't built in a day.)
"Ha! No, nothing like that. Guys are just assholes sometimes. I had that one guy cheat on me, I told you about that, right? I don't know, it wasn't so bad. It gave me a good excuse to break up with him. I guess I didn't love him. Have you ever been in love?"
Jason shook his head, watching for his sister's reaction. He wanted to tell her the truth, but it was dangerous territory.
"Yeah, me neither," she admitted. "Sometimes I think I'm hung up on an old crush."
"Who?" He knew what she would say: Brandon.
Good old Brandon. Rowan used to flirt and hang around him when he'd come over to the house, all those years ago. Brandon was all too happy for the attention. Jason didn't regret the way that friendship ended; he'd given him enough warnings. He just kept on and on and then the precipice broke when he decided to run his mouth about his dirty daydreams. Rowan was still just a kid then. Jason was still bitter about it. He didn't know how to let go of that negativity.
"It doesn't matter. Here, turn over. Let me tickle your back."
Jason obeyed, glad for an excuse to press his unpredictable cock against the floor, keeping him safe from discovery. Thinking about Rowan's sexual history was a roller coaster but even just breaching the subject was enough to make him painfully hard.
Rowan's fingernails tread delicately over Jason's shoulders, barely touching. His nerves sparked under his skin. Every tiny hair stood up, goosebumps speckling the expanse of his body. He stayed silent as he let her graze his entire back with slow, sweeping movements. After several minutes Ro stopped suddenly to announce it was her turn, yanking Jason out of his divine stupor.
She turned onto her stomach and waited for him. Jason flipped to his side, positioning himself carefully so she could not feel the stiffness between them. He brushed her long brown waves off her shoulder and arranged his fingers on the soft, olive skin of her upper back.
"Unzip me," Ro requested.
Jason tensed at her words, his hand laying flat on her back.
"Unzip me," she repeated, opening her eyes to meet his gaze.
Jason worked Rowan's zipper down and hesitated to expose more of her back. She seemed to have something against bras. He marveled at the sleek curve of her spine and the sight of her flawless skin as he ran his hand tenderly up and down her back. He was unable to use as much restraint as he should've. Instead of tickling her with the very tips of his fingers to give her that feathery feeling, he caressed her, wanting to feel her velvety, creamy skin against his palm. He let his hand travel up the back of her neck, then back down to her waist at the bottom of her zipper. Forgetting himself, his hand slipped under the material of her dress, roaming over the back of her rib cage.
Rowan inhaled sharply.
"That feels nice," she said dreamily.
~***~
It was an understatement. Her skin was on fire with his touch. It felt so different than it had the night before. It felt good every time her brother touched her. Always had. But now it sent jolts of electricity through her body. It felt more real. Deeper. The heat from his massive hand completely enveloped her. It was all she could do to stop herself from moaning sensually. Jason started to use more pressure, seeming to know what her body craved. He squeezed her neck, then her shoulders. Ro's eyes fluttered open when Jason's touch left her body with an abrupt halt and she glimpsed him moving to his knees in her periphery. She was getting ready to object until he pressed both hands to her shoulders, working her muscles with his strong hands. She relaxed into the floor, pressing her cheek into the carpet.
"Mmm..." Rowan could not suppress the sounds of pleasure.
Her breath quickened. Jason's hands slipped under the sides of her dress, squeezing the flesh at her waist and sliding up towards her ribs, just under the sides of her breasts. Ro moaned and fidgeted under his calloused grip. He continued moving along her back, massaging her tense muscles.
"Oh, fuck," she whispered. "That feels good."
Tension built between her legs and in her belly. A familiar surge of electricity sent pinpricks down her legs, an unstoppable storm brewing in her depths.
Those hands—her brother's hands—felt like magic on her naked skin.
"Oh, god," she panted.
She tremored under Jason's hands. Her breath became unsteady. Her mouth opened wide as a loud moan rippled through her. She didn't recognize the sounds that emerged from her. Her legs went rigid. Her hands clutched the sides of her dress, her fingers curling into the material. The dress slipped down as her arms strained against it. Her abdominals contracted. Her toes curled. A current shot from her core to her legs. Her body braced and convulsed against the floor as she cried with euphoria.
She drew sharp breaths. She released her tensed muscles, panting against the carpet.
Jason froze.
"Did you just—"
Rowan squeezed her eyes shut, wishing she could escape the horror.
"Oh, my god," she whispered through erratic breaths and sat up, yanking her dress back into place to cover her breasts. "What the fuck?"
She pressed a hand to her forehead as her mouth hung open in disbelief, still panting.
=-=-=
Jason sat back on his knees, his jeans stretched tight across his obvious erection. Rowan didn't seem to notice. But he noticed how her unzipped dress hung around her shoulders. Her plump, half-exposed chest heaved with her breath. Her hard nipples poked through the dark fabric of her dress. She buried her face in her hands, the bright pink of her cheeks showing through the cracks of her fingers.
"Oh, god," Rowan sobbed. She made a run for the bathroom and locked herself in.
Panic filled Jason. He wasn't sure what had just happened, or how it had happened, but he knew it was his fault. He'd allowed his sick perversion to control him. To touch her in a way no brother should touch his sister. He wondered if Rowan felt as nauseated as he did.
Jason's legs took a minute to respond to his brain. He rose from the floor and crossed the few feet to the bathroom door. He rapped faintly.
"Ro? Are you okay? I'm so sorry."
He could hear her weeping on the other side of the door.
"Baby, open the door."
Fuck. Why did he call her baby? He hadn't called her that since she was a literal baby. Way to make it less weird, he thought.
"I'm sorry, Ro. I didn't mean to. I didn't think—"
"It's not your fault," she answered through the door.
"And it's yours?"
Sobs were his response.
She didn't blame him? How could she not think this was his fault? Didn't she feel how greedy his hands were on her skin? He'd wanted to touch every inch of her and he was sure she'd known that. Felt it.
"I shouldn't have touched you like that, Ro. I'm sorry."
"You have nothing to be sorry about. I'm the one that's sorry."
"Why are you sorry?"
"You were just being sweet and I...what the fuck just happened? I made it all weird and gross and I didn't mean to and I'm sorry." Hysteria flooded her lungs. "I bet you'll never give me a massage again."
So it was only embarrassment that was making her cry. She wasn't upset with him. He hadn't been found out. Relief washed over him.
"Has that ever happened before?"
"No!" Rowan shouted. "Never. I didn't even know it was possible! That's why it's so fucking humiliating."
"Not because it was me?"
"Well, duh, because it was you."
"It's nothing, Ro. Don't worry about it," he pleaded with her.
"Oh, yeah? How many times have you come in front of someone on accident?" she howled, her voice deep with sarcasm.
"Once or twice." He tried to make her laugh.
Jason hated seeing his sister like this, especially when he was the one to cause her anguish. After the last time he'd hurt her, he'd vowed to never do it again.
Last Christmas, a few months after Mac's death, Jason was visiting San Antonio, he and his sister both staying at their Mom's house for the holidays. He had made plans with some old friends and Ro had tried to come along. Jason said no, he needed to spend some time with the guys. Rowan had noted there would be girls there too, but Jason argued they were just-one-of-the-guys type girls. Ro dug in, said she just wanted to spend time with him because she barely got to see him anymore and Christmas was their time. Jason accused Ro of being selfish and spoiled and refused to let her join in. She said nothing else of the matter but Jason knew he'd gone too far. His words must've stung but he'd bet it was his rebuff that did the damage. When he got home from his night out, he heard her crying in her room. He wanted to apologize, to tell her the truth—that his recently-realized feelings for her were at an all-time high and he needed some space, but he never did. Never would.
This time he wasn't going to leave her sobbing on the other side of the door.
"Ro, it's okay. It's perfectly natural."
"Natural? That was fucking freaky!"
"Not in a bad way."
"What's that supposed to mean?"
"Can you open the door?"
"I think I'm just going to stay in here until you leave for the airport."
Jason chuckled. He gave the doorknob a tentative jiggle. It was unlocked. He twisted the knob slowly to give Rowan time to protest. When she didn't, he let the door inch open until he could see her watery eyes reflected in the bathroom mirror. Even with a shiny red nose and puffy lips, she looked adorable. Hell, especially.
The back of her dress was still splayed open and Jason's unruly brain flashed back to the moment—a moment he wished he could live in. Back to the buttery feel of her skin under his hands. The peaks and valleys of her landscape. The heat coming off of her. The delectable sounds she made. The way her body quivered as she came. God, he wished he could've seen her face in that moment. It's for the best he didn't.
He had to clench his jaw to focus.
"But then we won't get to take advantage of all this time we've got together," Jason said with an apologetic smile. "And who will I make Christmas cookies with?"
"Who said anything about Christmas cookies? Maybe I don't want Christmas cookies this year."
Sometimes when Rowan joked, she took on this bratty tone. It was like she was trying to play a role—a role that was unequivocally not her. And where Rowan failed to play the stereotypical role of brat kid sister, Jason more than made up for it: overprotective big brother. That was the role he never stepped out of. It wasn't something he was proud of. He'd had trouble in school, which led to trouble at home, which led to more trouble at school. Not to mention Rowan had expressed concern when she started dating that any guy she brought home to meet the family would likely get pummeled and so she kept much of her life private.
The main reason he was ashamed of this role, this character, this character defect, was harder to admit to himself. It'd taken a long time to accept it, but it wasn't just protectiveness—it was jealousy. Since their teen years, Jason had hated the thought of Ro dating. He did want to pummel every guy that got near her. His hands balled into fists whenever some dude ogled her. A few brave suitors got away with warnings. He had to bite back the sting when she told him she'd lost her virginity. (At least it wasn't one of his friends.) At the time, he didn't even recognize why it bothered him so much. He thought it was just his role.
And then there was the thing with Brandon. When he laid hands on his best friend, he'd thought he was punishing him for the things he'd said about Rowan. Now he could see his sister's interest in Brandon was truly what fueled the fire. Brandon's words were just the igniter.
Rowan continued with the mock-bratty tone. "Maybe I'm so over Christmas cookies."
"Who are you trying to kid?"
A long-standing tradition, the siblings never failed to follow their grandmother's recipe during the holidays. They'd never spent a Christmas apart and no matter what, they'd never skipped the ritual.
Rowan bit her swollen bottom lip. "I got brand new cookie cutters."
Jason outstretched an arm and guided his sister out of the bathroom. She gave one final wipe of her slick cheeks and sniffled.
"Jason? Why didn't you stop massaging me? Didn't you realize what was happening?"
It wasn't accusatory. Just a genuine question.
"I wasn't sure. It all happened so fast. Should I have stopped?"
He wished he'd had the wherewithal to realize what was happening before it was too late, but he got so caught up, he wasn't sure stopping would've been possible. He was already testing the limits of his self-control.
Rowan shrugged.
"Are you mad?"
"No. Just embarrassed." Her face scrunched up and a single sob escaped her, a sudden resurgence of distress; an aftershock of an earthquake he'd thought had passed.
And for Rowan, it was an earthquake. It was so rare for her to show this kind of emotion. To cry. It wasn't that crying women—or crying Ro—made Jason uncomfortable, it just made him want to fix the problem. To find the tool that could stop the leak. He hated seeing Rowan unhappy. He wanted her to have the world, with none of the bad stuff. She deserved it all.
Jason took a deep breath. "If it makes you feel any better..." Was he really going to say it? Was he sure it would make things better? Wouldn't it make it worse?
Looking into his baby sister's red-rimmed eyes, pleading and ashamed, the decision was made for him. Stupidity abounds in response to those eyes.
"I was turned on too."
The way Rowan's brows drew together filled Jason with brief dread. Did he just ruin everything? But her face softened and her eyes grew wide.
"You were?" she whispered.
"Mm-hmm." More than you will ever know, he thought.
Rowan looked away. "I'm going to go get changed."
But she didn't move.
Jason waited for Ro to bring her gaze back to him. He held it there, not sure why or how long or where it was going or what she was thinking.
What was she thinking?
Repulsion would be the obvious reaction but he wasn't getting that. Of course, Rowan had always been careful with her feelings. She could be difficult to get a read on for outsiders, but their bond had been close, and Jason used to know exactly what she was thinking. Now, his own feelings muddied the radar. His own wanton desires clouded his judgment. But that was nothing new.
Rowan's gaze finally flicked away.
~***~
It was a freezing sixty-two degrees outside. Windy. Overcast. Rowan, zipped up in a hoodie, clutched a mug of hot cocoa in each hand. She followed the sidewalk to her parked car.
"Oh, my god. What are you doing?"
It had only been minutes since she'd gone in to warm up and make some hot cocoa for the two of them. His constant ability to be warm astounded her. All he wore was a sweat-soaked t-shirt and a pair of basketball shorts as he messed around with her car. Jason's head was under the hood of the vehicle, fixing a problem she wasn't sure she had. An ear-shattering clang made her cringe.
She handed him his mug. "I told you I could've just taken it in."
"No, no," Jason put his hand up, "I've got this. You've been kind enough to put me up. It's the least I can do. Plus, it's not complicated. It looks like a lot, but all I'm doing is cleaning some parts."
"Let me help," she insisted, setting both of their mugs on the top of the car. She squeezed in next to Jason and started to get the clutter on the ground organized. "My god, you really bring your work home with you."
"What?"
"It looks like a bomb went off over here!"
Greasy rags and paper towels littered the pavement at Jason's feet. Blackened car parts she couldn't name lay scattered. Rowan's modest tool kit lay in pieces. He had a socket wrench in his hands, trying to loosen up some little thing.
Jason laughed. "It's not that bad. I got it, Ro."
After seeing what a mess Jason had made in a matter of minutes, Rowan refused to leave. At the very least, she could hand him whatever tool he needed or fetch some more towels. It was so sweet of him to try to fix it, but that boy could be so chaotic. She should be used to the trail of destruction that followed him. It was one of her most frequent gripes when they lived at home.
It didn't take long for Jason to announce, "that should do it. You'll spend much less on gas now."
He slammed the hood and declared it good as new. "I'll bill you later."
Jason grinned and placed his hand firmly on Rowan's shoulder. She stopped dead at his touch, unsure of what it meant now. And whether or not it would reopen the floodgates, so to speak.
They'd avoided the subject since this morning. Hours had passed. They had bantered like normal and watched Christmas movies. Rowan had stolen frequent glances at her brother under the dark of the room. She'd curled up in the oversized sweater she'd changed into, having a sudden inclination to be shrouded. It was hard to leave space between them on the compact loveseat, so Rowan was thankful when Jason offered to take a look at her car. He claimed he could get her better gas mileage with a simple fix when she complained of how often she had to gas up.
As much as she had tried to act normal, questions and fear swirled in her brain. Her mind raced with anxiety. She was desperate to know what he was thinking but terror kept her mouth shut.
Now, in the parking lot, under his heavy hand, her body failed to do anything but freeze. She was terrified to touch him. To be touched by him. Would it happen again? How could she keep her body in check when it seemed to have a mind of its own?
"Sorry," Jason mumbled from beside her, dropping his hand to his side. He seemed to sense her weakness.
Rowan shook her body back to life. "What? It's fine. Everything's fine."
"Ro."
She spun to face him. "It's okay. See?" She wrapped her arms around his waist to prove to him—and to herself—that she could be touched by him without being a complete freakshow.
"I just don't want it to be weird between us. I fucked up, right? You're mad?" Jason stepped back.
"No. Not at all! Why would I be mad?"
"Then you're freaked out."
Rowan glanced at the ground. "Aren't you?"
"Do you know what my biggest fear is?"
"What?"
"Losing you."
"Shut up."
"It's true. The only reason I'm freaked out right now is because I think I said the wrong thing to you and you won't want to see me again."
"Jason...what? I love you. Nothing you could say would ever change that. I wish I could see you every day."
Jason's admission that he was turned on had made Rowan feel a certain kind of way, but not upset. She was oddly calm about it. She'd rationalized it was just a natural reaction. Many times she'd been aroused by things (people—okay, person) that she shouldn't have been aroused by. She wasn't worried about that. Not on his part or hers.
It had always been private before. Undetectable. This sudden and overt display of erotic pleasure was what was so humiliating. How little control she had over her body. The way her brother's hands affected her and most of all, the way he was aware of it now.
"Then why are you so freaked out?"
"Why do you think?" Rowan thought it was obvious but Jason waited for an answer. She chose her words carefully. "Because of the way my body reacted."
"That's all?"
"Like that's not enough? It's never happened before. It was crazy!" Jason stared over Ro's shoulder. "Hey. You're not going to lose me."
Jason rubbed a hand across his stubble.
"What's all that about?"
"Nothin'. Just been working through some stuff lately."
"Like what?"
Jason scoffed. "It doesn't matter."
"Of course it does."
He shrugged.
"You've been pulling away from me," she said quietly.
"No, I—fuck. I know. I'm sorry."
"Did you figure out that you hate me or something?"
"I love you."
"Last Christmas..."
"Ugh, last Christmas. I'm so sorry about that. I was a dick. I didn't mean it."
"You didn't want to be around me."
"No, I did. I did, Ro. I just needed some space. Sometimes I can't...I can't think around you. I was having a rough year, you know."
"Because of Mac?"
Jason nodded. "I started seeing a therapist after he died."
"Oh. I didn't know that. How did it go?"
"It was hard at first but I think it's working."
"You're still going?"
"Mm-hmm."
"I'm proud of you." She paused. "You can talk to me about anything, you know. I know you feel like I won't understand but—"
"No. Rowan. It's not that. I just...I don't want to hurt you."
"Why would that be hurting me? It hurts me when you shut me out. Talk to me."
"I've just been confused. I'm trying to get past it."
"His death? Your injury?"
"Both. Some other stuff too."
"Like?"
Sometimes it was like pulling teeth trying to get Jason to talk. But she knew how to get to him. She'd learned when she was young that Jason had a soft spot for her. He'd never refuse her something she really wanted. That went both ways but she wasn't sure Jason was aware of her reciprocal weakness for him.
"I'm just fucked up."
Rowan cocked her head. She said nothing, prompting him to continue.
"You remember Brandon?"
"Brandon who?"
"My best friend from high school. You had a crush on him."
"Oh, the guy you beat up? I didn't have a crush on him."
Jason's face scrunched. "Yeah, you did."
"Uh...no I didn't."
Jason's jaw flexed. "Well, anyway. The reason I beat him up—he was into you. Had been talking some shit."
"Yeah. He used to harass me. He deserved it."
"He harassed you?" Jason frowned.
She thought he'd known that. That it was the reason he'd hit him.
"You flirted with him," Jason said, his voice rising.
"No, I didn't."
"Okay fine. Forget Brandon. If he bothered you—did he ever touch you?" He shot her an expression of concern.
Rowan shook her head.
Jason continued, "he deserved it. Okay. That sucks. I'm sorry he did that to you. But my point is: I hated all the guys that ever got near you. I wanted to hurt them. It's not rational. It's not healthy. I'm working on it."
"Oh. Maybe I should see someone."
A look of puzzlement followed.
Rowan shrugged. "I hated all your girlfriends too."
"Why?"
"I was jealous! I wanted you all to myself."
"Are you serious?"
"Yeah. Why? Is that not normal? I think it's normal."
"No. That's not normal. I mean, yeah, me too. But it's not normal."
"Well, then we can be abnormal together." She pulled him into an embrace.
"I love you," she said into his t-shirt.
"I love you too."
Rowan relaxed in Jason's arms and wondered why she ever thought it was dangerous to touch him. She never felt safer than when she was with him. She realized what had happened that day wasn't so bad. It was just a release of some built-up tension. A release produced by the exciting and cozy presence of the person she loved most; the tension caused by his absence—although, perhaps also by his return.
"Who was your old crush, then?" Jason asked.
Rowan's eyes flipped open, still pressed against Jason's broad chest. "Huh?"
"You mentioned it earlier. I thought you were talking about Brandon."
"Definitely not. I don't know how you ever thought I was flirting with him. I hated that guy."
Jason broke the embrace to look at Ro. "Then who were you talking about?"
"Quit being such a big dummy."
She turned for the entrance of the building, red-faced but not from the cold, leaving Jason to clean up the mess. She felt the need to get away from the conversation before he could press further. She didn't want to say the words after everything that had happened today but was sure that Jason was not at all dumb.
=-=-=
He'd overdone it. They both had. It was Christmas Eve and they were both hammered.
Rowan picked up the game controller she'd dropped, then fumbled it again.
"Shit, I guess we should call it a night."
Jason agreed and shut off the video game. He staggered off the couch, groaning, and gathered the empty beer bottles from the coffee table, their condensation leaving new rings of sweat on the chipped black lacquer. It wasn't the beer that had done it, though. Their inordinate drunkenness could probably be attributed to the shots of whiskey they'd thrown back throughout the night.
The reasoning was that if Jason could numb himself enough, the images plaguing him would fade. The echo of the sounds Rowan made when his hands were on her back would go quiet. He thought if he could drink enough, his desire would slip back under the surface, where it had lived for so long, undetected.
After he'd fixed her car, he couldn't focus on anything but her words, repeating on a loop in his mind: "I wanted you all to myself." Was that true? He didn't think Rowan would ever lie to him, but she could be remembering things wrong. She could've overstated the situation. What if she meant it in an innocent way? That was probably it. All Rowan ever asked of him was to spend time with her. She wanted his attention, just like little sisters do. It wasn't her fault he'd misinterpreted her words. That the first thing that popped into his mind was: could we be on the same page here? He wanted to kick himself. Of course his perfect little sister wasn't going to mirror his deviance. She was an angel and he was a demon. She was the sun and he was a black hole. She was the light and he was the dark.
"Quit being such a big dummy." Why had she said that? Not the insult—she'd called him that since they were kids. Why hadn't she just told him who her crush used to be? In the moment, he'd almost thought...yeah, that was stupid. He was a big dummy. Those were the worries, the words he'd tried to get rid of with copious amounts of booze. Tried to sterilize himself from the inside.
Maybe it had worked. Maybe it was because his hands had been busy punching buttons on the controller for the past three hours, or because his eyes had been glued to the video game on the screen instead of her flawless face. Maybe it was all these things. But he'd behaved. He'd kept the shuddering reveries at bay.
Now all he had to worry about was keeping his big-dummy mouth shut.
He'd almost told her everything today. Almost said the words he'd thought so many times in the past year.
Last Christmas was hell for him. It was his first time seeing her since he'd realized the truth. It solidified that truth, which left a festering sickness in his gut. Any hope he'd had that the doctor was wrong had been snuffed out. She was so bright, so beautiful. And that tight fucking sweater she kept wearing, the one that hugged her in all the right places. And that smile she'd give him, full of light and love. How dysfunctional he was to take that pure love and twist it into something so perverse. And then there was that damn song. The song she'd tested on him the night before he'd stepped out—the night before he'd made her cry. That song was the sexiest thing he'd ever heard. Honestly, she'd had no right singing it to her brother. It wasn't dirty; the tone alone was what made it so alluring. But the way her voice went down to this low, whispery place. Her sultry voice, the look on her face...
But he couldn't think about that now. He was getting riled up again. He'd better sleep it off alone.
"I'm going to take the couch tonight."
"Why?" Rowan paused to frown at Jason.
"There's just not much space in there."
"There's less space on the couch."
"It's too warm in your room. I run hot."
"I'll turn the heater off."
"I feel like I'm going to yak."
"I'll put the trash can on your side."
Jason groaned.
"Jason. Sleep with me. Be my teddy bear."
The words caused a quiver in his loins. He could just tell her no...but those eyes. What power did he have to deny her? His love for her was a double-edged sword. Stronger men had burned for less. He burned for her.
Suffer in silence. That was the theme of the week.
What's the worst that could happen? He was too drunk to function; she was probably too drunk to remember any secrets he could possibly spill by morning. She'd drunk half of what he did but she couldn't stand up any straighter than he could.
Jason stretched his limbs out over the comforter, the heat of the alcohol radiating through him. He wondered if he really was going to vomit. He'd had so much to drink, he could barely keep his eyes open. Barely think straight. At least there was solace in knowing he'd be asleep soon.
"Here, drink this." Jason opened his eyes to find a glass of water hovering over his head. He groaned.
"You'll thank me in the morning. These too."
Rowan handed him a few pills. Jason obeyed, swallowing the medicine with as much water as he could gulp down, then settled back into the pillow. Rowan's hand snaked over his chest as she bedded down next to him.
"Can you take this off?" She tugged on his shirt. "I want to feel your skin."
Jason grumbled but knew it was fruitless to refuse her. He'd vowed to himself that there would be no undressing tonight. He'd been stupid and careless the night before. He needed to be cautious, but the shirt could go, he guessed, as long as his thick jeans stayed on. He let Rowan lift the t-shirt and he yanked it off the rest of the way. He shivered as her feather-light touch trailed his abs. He wished he could feel her skin too. All he had under his hand was her woolen sweater. Was that fair?
"If I have to take mine off, you have to take yours off." He forgot to make it sound like a joke.
Rowan lifted her head to look at Jason. "I don't have a bra on."
"I'm so surprised."
"Wait." She hopped off the bed with unmatchable energy, rummaged through a drawer, and said, "close your eyes for a minute."
No problem, Jason thought. He flung his arm over his face. He was nearly unconscious by the time he felt Rowan's weight depress the mattress. He moved his arm to behold her, sitting in front of him as if she were waiting for appraisal. And behold her he did, stunned and immobilized by the sight of her. Rowan's chunky sweater was gone, replaced by a tiny black bra. It looked like the kind that was meant to sleep in: soft and stretchy; barely there. Her plump, creamy breasts spilled from the middle and sides. He followed the line of her cleavage down to the bottom of the valley the two lace-edged triangles created. His eyes drifted down the length of her flat stomach, then back up to her chest.
"They're butterflies," Ro said.
Printed orange butterflies flitted across the taut fabric, not doing enough to camouflage her nipples.
Jason cleared his throat. "Yeah, that's what I was looking at. The butterflies."
Rowan giggled, then laid herself halfway on top of Jason, her arm draping over him and her leg nudging between his. She snuggled into his neck, her hot breath giving him contradictory chills. He caressed the small of her back. Her skin was so soft. The curve of her tiny waist was a luscious hollow for his fingers to traverse.
"Oh, god. Please don't get mad at me if I get hard," he slurred. It was less of a plea and more of a warning. There'd be no hiding it—her thigh was right on his crotch. It was only a matter of time before she felt it but he couldn't bear to move. Couldn't roll this succulent woman off of him. This is what he fantasized about when she was oceans away. Well, part of what he fantasized about.
"Would you get mad at me if I was wet?"
Jason chuckled. She must've forgotten that he'd made her come this morning.
Rowan was restless, even after the lights were out. Her wiggling and fidgeting kept Jason from falling asleep, which he was liable to do.
"Do you want to take your pants off? They're so scratchy." Ro asked.
"Rowan, if you don't close your eyes and go to sleep right now, I'm gonna go sleep on the couch."
"Yes, sir." Jason could hear her rolling her eyes.
~***~
Christmas morning, they both woke up late and ill. Rowan had thought the alcohol would help ease her tension but she'd overindulged. Jason had, also. Once they had some food in their bellies and the headaches cleared up, they exchanged gifts. Sticking with tradition, they each had one special gift for the other. Rowan nearly cried when she opened the expensive headphones that had been on her wishlist for months. For Jason, she'd bought a new watch since he'd been complaining about the one he'd worn since boot camp. She'd agonized over what to get him for too long—still wasn't sure a watch was a substantial gift—but he seemed to love it.
"Can you hand me the red?" Rowan pointed.
Jason worked on decorating his tray of sugar cookies from the opposite side of the counter, icing little Santa heads and wreaths. He slid the piping bag across the counter without lifting his gaze. He looked so cute when he was concentrating.
Rowan picked the bag up with too much force, and red food-colored icing squirted onto her white Christmas sweater, intermingling with the embroidered reindeer to make it look like someone had taken an ax to the poor little guys. She gasped.
Jason laughed. "Here. Let me help you." He came around to her side of the kitchen and doused a rag in cold water. He applied it gingerly to the stains near the collar, but it was a futile effort. The sweater wasn't going to come clean.
"We could put more. Make it a Halloween sweater," he jested.
"Aw. Grandma gave this to me. Tsk. I should've taken it off."
"Grandma has given us a bunch of those ugly Christmas sweaters." He dropped the rag into the sink.
"You take that back! They are not ugly."
"Well, anything looks adorable on you." He booped her nose.
It was an innocent, brotherly compliment but it made her insides flutter. "You think I'm adorable?"
"Sometimes."
"And what about other times?" She leaned back against the Formica counter.
"A pain in the ass."
"And...other times?"
Jason paused, then said, low and slow, "gorgeous. Stunning. Perfect."
Rowan bravely studied Jason's face. He looked at the floor between them for a long moment, crossing his arms in front of him. The motion made him look smaller. Almost like he was ashamed. His breath deepened. He looked back up at her, tentatively at first. She cocked her head to the side and rallied her courage.
Like Jason had said: push through the fear and do what you gotta do.
"Maybe if you just kissed me," she whispered. Pleaded.
He didn't respond. Didn't move. She'd made a mistake. Misunderstood. What must he be thinking? Did she ruin everything? Was he disgusted with her? Could they just pretend she never said it and go back to normal?
Jason huffed a loud exhale through his nose. Seconds passed before he took a leaden step toward Rowan, near enough she could feel his breath on her face. He placed his hands on the counter on either side of her, slanting even closer, unflinching. Rowan's heartbeat picked up as she stared into his deep eyes. His gaze fell to her lips. She closed her eyes as Jason's lips met hers. They pressed softly together. Jason pulled away from the quick kiss, leaving Ro leaning in for more. She opened her eyes in wonder, meeting his fiery gaze. He brushed a lock of wild hair behind her ear. The gentle touch sent shivers down her spine. He gripped her waist and pulled her against him. Rowan welcomed another kiss, this one lingering before breaking. Jason didn't back away an inch. He pressed his lips to hers again and pushed harder into the kiss. Rowan slid her shaking hands up across her brother's t-shirt and around his neck, pulling him greedily close as the kiss deepened. Her chest crushed against his hard body. Her lips parted against his. Jason took her bottom lip between his and lightly sucked. Ro moaned quietly into his mouth. She felt his tongue dance across her lip and rewarded it with her own. The hand resting on her hip crept under her sweater and rounded toward her upper back. Her skin burned with electricity. Jason pulled away, dropped his hands back to the counter, and set his intense eyes on Rowan. Their heaving breaths intermingled. Jason lowered his head to Ro's shoulder, resting as his lungs slowed. Her fingers ran through his short hair.
"Have you been sneaking candy?" Jason asked without lifting his head.
"What?" she whispered, puzzled.
He straightened to face her, smirking.
"You taste like chocolate."
"Oh," she snickered.
"Peanut butter M&Ms? You're still addicted to those?"
"No, that's just my natural flavor."
"Mm-hmm."
He walked over to the pantry and flipped the light on. It didn't take him long to find what he was looking for.
"Ah ha!"
Jason pulled out the red package of candy and shook it. He gasped.
"Almost empty!"
"Yeah, okay. You got me."
He dug his fist into the bag and popped several into his mouth.
"You know there's nothing wrong with the plain ones," he said through a full mouth.
"Oh, no, these are so much better," she argued wistfully, stealing a couple from him.
"Well," Jason dropped the bag on the counter, "they taste much better on your lips."
He leaned in for one more small smooch.
"Okay. Back to work," he ordered. "You're such a distraction. If you want cookies sometime soon, we'd better keep decorating."
Rowan spun back around to the counter and picked up the plain icing. She was a warm and wet mixture of excitement and peace. She smiled to herself as she dotted white icing along the cookie snowflake, barely able to keep her hand steady.
=-=-=
Disbelief kept Jason quiet for the rest of the day. Why had she humored him? Pity? Love? A sense of obligation? A fucking Christmas present?
That kiss, goddamn. He'd never felt anything like that in his life. It was so fucked up. Did that make it hotter? He was willing to bet it did. And she hadn't held back. She'd made him believe she was as hot for him as he was for her. (Impossible.) It was ten times better than his wildest fantasies...because this was real. There was his dream girl, the star of those fantasies, clutching his shirt while he tasted her. Jason had mustered all his strength to stop himself from ripping off that ugly sweater, lifting her by the ass, and taking her right then and there on the kitchen counter.
A welcome diversion came in the way of cooking Christmas dinner, which wasn't a big feast—turkey, mashed potatoes, and roasted vegetables—since it was just the two of them. They'd made it through dinner, eating and drinking (minimally, this time) their way through the awkward, heated glances. Once they'd retired to the couch, Jason had made sure to keep his hands to himself, though what he wanted was to wrap his arm around her shoulder and let Ro snuggle up to him. He knew he wouldn't have been able to stop himself from kissing her again if she was too close, so he kept his distance—if that's what you could call the mere inches between them on the micro loveseat.
Rowan didn't seem able to relax. They'd both had enough sugar—they'd been snacking on the cookies all day—but she was baking again. Busying herself or getting some space, he didn't know which. Jason decided to grab a quick shower while she was occupied. When he was finished, she was putting a pecan pie in the oven. He crossed the apartment to grab a change of clothes from his bag, which had never left its place by the front door. He slipped a pair of sweatpants on under his towel, then removed the towel to dry off the rest of his body. He noticed Rowan watching him from the kitchen. Her eyes flicked back to the dishes she was cleaning.
"Staring at my scars again?"
"No," she said.
"Yeah, you were."
Her scrutiny was a painful reminder of his wounds. They no longer hurt, but the memory did. And the scars left behind...they were ugly. Disfiguring. They made him feel like he wasn't himself anymore. He hadn't realized how insecure he was about them until now. He hadn't cared when other girls touched the jagged edges of the burns, inspected them. He hadn't cared when they cried and told him they were sorry. He just let them try—and fail—to make him feel better.
But then again, those girls weren't Rowan. They hadn't looked at him like she did. They couldn't match the light in her eyes.
He didn't care what anyone thought about him except Ro. He didn't want her to think he was grotesque. He didn't want her pity or her tears. He just wanted her to look at him with the same love she had in her eyes since they'd been children.
"No, I wasn't. I was just..." She smiled. "You're gorgeous too, you know."
"Oh? Even though I'm all mangled?"
"You're not mangled. You're handsome."
Jason pulled on a wrinkled shirt. "As long as I'm dressed."
"Ha! I wasn't talking about your face, you big dummy."
Jason walked the few feet to the kitchen, scowling at Rowan.
"Not that your face isn't handsome. I wasn't looking at your face; I was looking at your body. Your muscles. I was appreciating the view." She sighed wistfully. "It broke my heart when you joined the Marines, but it does agree with you. Physically, anyway."
He didn't know if he believed her. Had she just admitted to checking him out? With these hideous scars? She couldn't possibly.
"So I guess now I'm a big, buff dummy?"
"You know I don't really think you're dumb, right?"
Jason inched closer, an arm's length away. It was as far as he could keep away from her. Rowan gave up on the dishes and turned the water off. Jason kept his hands to himself, looking for some sign in her expression, or in her words, that all this wasn't just some ingrained sense of obligation for her. Looking for some clue as to what all this was.
"I'm pretty fucking dumb."
Truer words were never spoken. There must've been something broken in him that caused this. Who the fuck falls in love with their little sister?
"No, you're not. Not any dumber than me."
He smirked. "Dumb and dumber."
"Which one of us is dumber?"
"I mean if you have to ask..."
"Hey!"
Jason laughed. Rowan had always had a way of warming him up. Easing his anxieties.
"Can I ask you something? Who did you used to have a crush on?" He leaned next to the sink.
"This again? Maybe you are dumb."
"Come on."
Rowan grimaced. "You, Jason. Obviously."
Jason paused, taken aback, then scoffed. "That was not obvious."
"Yes, it was. My friends used to tease me about it. So did Mom!"
"Huh?" Jason stared at her, astounded.
"All little girls have a crush on their big brother. It was innocent."
"Okay. So did in any way, shape, or form did this innocent crush—"
"At first."
"What?"
"It was innocent at first."
"Oh." Jason looked at the floor. "And then?"
"Mm-mm. You first. What were you going to ask?"
He met her eyes. "Is that why you wanted me to kiss you? Because you used to have a crush on me?"
"No."
Jason shifted his weight.
"Not used to," Rowan clarified. "Not past tense."
"Oh." It took a minute to process. "So you have a not-so-innocent crush...on me...currently?"
Well, this was new information.
"Always."
When Jason didn't respond, Rowan attempted to explain herself. "I never planned any of this. I never thought anything would happen. I figured I could keep quiet about it until it went away. But it never did. And now you're here and we're alone and it feels different, Jason. I started thinking it wasn't just me."
"It's not just you."
All this time, he'd thought it had just been him. That'd he'd been sick. There was no way Rowan was on the same level he was, but knowing this fucked up attraction was mutual was an unearned relief. He had questions, but his mind was an overwhelming fog of exhilaration and vindication. And lust. His attempted repression snapped at once, unleashing the fire in his belly like it had been starved of oxygen.
He closed the distance between them. Rowan's chest heaved with anticipation, or perhaps fear. Jason salivated with intent. He dragged his fingers up Ro's neck and into her hair. Her summery scent intoxicated him, the sound of her panting breath nearly drove him past the point of no return. His lips sought the warmth of her cheek. Rowan turned into him, inviting more than the chaste kiss he planted on her.
A crush. That's what she called it. Jason didn't know how far Rowan wanted to take this, if she wanted to take it anywhere at all. He didn't have much restraint left, and he was sure if he kissed Ro again, he'd be trying to undress her soon. What if that wasn't what she wanted? Was she just fucking around? Experimenting? The last thing he wanted was to seduce her into doing something she didn't want to do—something they'd never be able to take back.
Jason tugged on his last shred of self-control. He pulled back from her suddenly, leaving her leaning in for a kiss he wasn't sure was a good idea. Rowan stood on her toes and tried to pull him closer, tipping her chin up to meet his lips. He took a step back. Ro frowned.
"Why torture me like this?" she whined breathlessly.
"It's what big brothers do." He couldn't help but smile.
She stepped forward, wrapped her arms around his shoulders, and planted a quick peck on his lips.
"That is not what big brothers do," Jason said, his guilt flaring.
He reached up to unwrap himself from her entanglement but was stopped by the intense look in her eyes. Those fucking eyes. She could sink ships with their oceanic beauty. And Jason sunk into their depths, without any desire to get out alive.
"Brothers and sisters kiss," Ro argued.
"No, I don't think so."
"Sure they do. Maybe not like this."
Rowan pulled Jason down to reach her. She pressed her lips firmly against his, barely parting them. Jason groaned deep in his throat. He gripped her forcefully by the waist and pulled her against him. She squealed at the swift maneuver. Jason walked her back until she was pressed against the counter. He covered her mouth with his. His hand ran down to her ass. Ro's breath intensified. Their tongues danced together.
"Fuck, I want you so bad," Jason whispered.
Jason's hand snaked under Rowan's shirt as he dragged wet kisses down the length of her neck.
"Oh, god," Rowan moaned.
She ran a hand through his hair. His hand reached her breast, squeezing with fervor. Jason tugged her shirt upward. Rowan raised her arms to let him take it off the rest of the way. He stood in front of her, taking in the breathtaking sight. She wore a sheer pink bra, her dark nipples enticing him through the thin material. Jason grabbed Rowan by the ass and lifted her onto the counter, making her squeal again. He pushed himself between her legs, flushing at the contact. His mouth traveled from her luscious lips to her cleavage, then over her nipples, one and then the other. He tongued and sucked them through her sexy little bra, briefly wondering if she'd put it on for him. He slipped his fingers under the delicate lace. Rowan gasped.
His rock-solid cock pressed against her hot center through their pants. Her hands roamed his upper body. Jason ripped down the strap of her bra to expose her breast.
"Tell me to stop," he whispered, his last-ditch effort to contain himself, to prevent a mistake before it went any further, though he wasn't sure he could. If Rowan had any doubts, he needed her to speak up now.
Rowan shook her head. "I don't want you to stop." She unclasped her bra and let it fall.
He kissed her with unrestrained passion. With one hand under each of her knees, he jerked her to the edge of the counter. He needed to be closer. He ground himself against her. A moan escaped Ro. His kisses spread from her lips to her chest. He took a breast in his mouth and gripped her hard nipple tenderly between his teeth. Ro sucked in a breath of air, arching her back. He repeated the action on the other breast, running his tongue along every bump and groove of her areola. He didn't want to miss a single centimeter of her beautiful body.
He gripped the top of her leggings. His fingers dipped into the waistband as Jason looked up at his sister, waiting for permission. Rowan lifted her hips off the counter and he pried her clothes off, panties and all. She sat, quivering, as he looked her up and down, her bare pussy revealed to him in the bright overhead lighting of the kitchen.
"Fuck," Jason breathed, devouring her naked body.
He placed a rough hand on her thigh, gliding it to the silken skin of her mound. She panted shakily. His fingers carefully probed between her clenched thighs. Her body relaxed and he savored the warmth of her pussy. Jason watched his sister's face as his fingers flirted with her lips. The lust in her eyes, the pink in her cheeks, and the heavy breath on her lips told him she craved more. So did the wetness that seeped from her hot cunt.
In one manic swipe, Jason cleared the counter of all its debris and pushed Rowan down flat. He grabbed the back of one knee, opened her up in front of him, and lowered his face to her belly. He trailed kisses from her belly button to her thighs. Rowan writhed with pleasure. His face dipped in between her legs, his lips brushing softly against the sensitive skin. He tasted her dripping wet lips, quenching a long-suffered thirst. Running the tip of his tongue up and down her slit elicited even more sounds of pleasure from her. She whimpered as he shamelessly teased her for a moment too long, sucking and nibbling on the flesh of her lips, before plunging his tongue inside.
"Oh, fuck, Jason!" she whimpered.
Her body was already shaking uncontrollably. He lapped and sucked with an eager tongue. Her muscles tensed as she gripped his hair. His fingers penetrated her as his tongue railed against her clit. He watched her scrunched face, wanting to see that look of absolute pleasure, keeping his mouth on her sweet pussy. Seconds were enough to make her come. The moans came out loud—loud enough to disturb the neighbors. She shook violently as Jason licked.
"Oh, god!"
She gasped and cried out as her orgasm raged. Her legs clenched around Jason's head. When she relaxed, she released him, the grip she'd had loosening into a loving stroke.
"Jesus," she muttered.
It wasn't enough for Jason. Most girls needed at least a few minutes before going again, but he had to have more of her. She'd come so fast, faster than he thought possible, even after yesterday's massage. He needed to feel her on his mouth, to taste every drop, to explore every inch.
So he did. Jason kissed along the inside of Ro's thigh, starting at the knee and making his way up. He lapped at her lips again, starting as slowly as he did before, then working his way inside to her clit. He inserted one of his fingers into her tight, soaking-wet pussy. Rowan groaned. Jason slipped a second finger inside. He provoked her g-spot as he licked her clit, stimulating her from inside and out. She writhed under him. Another couple minutes and she was coming again. Loud cries escaped her as she came. She went lax in her satiated state, panting hard.
~***~
She sat up on her elbows, her chest rising and falling with her quick breaths. Jason's juicy face watched her with a hungry expression. "Let's move to the couch. This isn't terribly comfortable," she said.
Jason grabbed Rowan by the thighs and lifted her from the kitchen counter. She wrapped her arms and legs around him and let him carry her to the sofa. "I can walk, you know."
"Nonsense."
The sofa creaked as Jason slammed the weight of both of them down. Rowan straightened on Jason's lap, her legs astride him. Their lips came together as if driven by animal magnetism. Ro felt his rigid cock straining through the crotch of his pants, creating an uncomfortable bulge of zippered material against her bare pussy. She reached down to rub him through his pants, making him grunt. Pulling her face away from his, she fumbled with the button before managing to unfasten it. Within seconds, she was off his lap and had his jeans and underwear around his ankles. He kicked them off onto the floor. Rowan kissed him passionately, caressing his chest and abs while lowering herself to her knees in front of him. One hand slid down to his stiff cock. Jason inhaled sharply as her fingers wrapped around him. She ran her fingertips along the bottom of his shaft, making it twitch in her hand. Her grip tightened and she used her thumb to caress the head, coating it in his pre-cum. Roaming down slowly, Rowan kissed Jason's abdomen as her hand leisurely stroked him. When her mouth reached his cock, she moved her hand down to play with his balls. She massaged them as she planted her lips on the tip of Jason's erection. Her lips parted, making way for her tongue. She swirled it around, causing Jason to jerk under her. A shiver ran through his body. Her tongue spread up and down his big cock, wanting to tease him as he'd done to her. She enveloped him in her mouth, wrapping her lips tightly around him, and bobbed her head up and down steadily. Jason groaned as Ro sucked him eagerly. His hips thrust toward her. Her pace picked up. He combed his fingers into her hair.
"Oh, fuck, that's so good, baby," Jason moaned.
Rowan moved her hand back to her brother's cock and pumped him while she sucked, unable to fit it entirely into her mouth. She slurped generously as Jason groaned and panted. She watched him while she pleasured him, couldn't tear away from the fiery look in his dark eyes. The pressure built and swirled between them like an electric storm.
"Mm. I'm going to come," he warned her.
She bobbed and pumped furiously to bring him to climax. Rowan kept her lips wrapped tightly around Jason's dick as the spurt of semen hit her throat. Her head stilled as her hand pumped him slowly and steadily into her mouth, swallowing streams of come until he was completely drained.
"Holy shit," Jason exhaled.
Ro climbed up to collapse on his lap and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. Jason took her hand in his and kissed it. He kissed up her arm and shoulder until he reached her mouth to initiate a sweet, gentle kiss. They sat silent for a moment while they caught their breaths.
"Oh my god."
"Yeah, I know," she giggled.
Jason's fingers reached between Ro's legs to begin stimulating her again. He lowered her to the couch and positioned himself between her knees. He licked her to orgasm twice more.
"Jesus, I can't believe this is happening," Jason whispered.
"I can't believe it didn't happen sooner."
"Have you been wanting this to happen?"
Rowan shrugged. "I didn't think it would, honestly. Not because I didn't want it to. But because I thought there was no way you'd ever think of me like that. But yeah, I've thought about it."
"For how long?"
"Since before you moved out. But then, after you moved out, it got worse."
"I had no idea."
"What about you?"
"I don't know. I didn't realize the truth until last year."
"Is that why you didn't want to be around me last Christmas?"
"Yeah." Jason groaned. "It was relentless. It was so weird seeing you for the first time since accepting it and my brain just could not focus on anything else. I felt so fucking perverted. It's like it all flooded in at once, you know?"
"What made you realize it?"
"My therapist."
"Wait. You talk to your therapist about me? About this?"
"Yeah. Why do you think I'm still going?"
"And this is what he told you to do?"
"Fuck no! He's been trying to help me get over it."
"Why did you want to get over it?"
"Seriously? Because I don't want to be a sexual deviant. I don't want to be a bad brother. You deserve the best."
"You should've known I would never think of you that way, even if I didn't feel the same as you do. You're my best friend. I've always thought the world of you. There's nothing you could say or do to make me think any less."
"Thank you, baby. I think the world of you too."
A blaring sound filled the space of the room, too loud to tell where it was coming from, causing both siblings to jump.
"The fuck is that?"
"Oh, shit!" Ro sprung into action, crossing the short distance to the kitchen.
Jason followed her. Rowan hurried to pull on her oven mitts and opened the oven door. A plume of smoke billowed from the oven as the acrid aroma hit Jason's nostrils.
"My pie!" she whined as she dropped it on top of the stove and fanned the smoggy air.
Jason stretched to turn the smoke alarm off.
"Tsk, that sucks."
They assessed the damage. Jason carefully picked off some charcoaly pieces of crust.
"We can just scrape the black parts off," he suggested.
"Oh, no." Rowan pressed her hands, still in the red oven mitts, to her temples.
Jason chuckled.
"What?" she demanded, disappointment streaking her face.
"You look so cute."
Ro glanced down at her nude self. She slipped the mitts off and tossed them on the counter, watching her brother.
"Cute, huh?"
The siblings looked at each other's bodies as they stood completely naked. Jason's dick began rising.
The picture before Rowan was unforgettable. Hard lines carved Jason's body, his muscular build a stony spectacle. The image of Greek statues came to mind. She'd loved Jason when he was an athletic kid, with a form that was lean and broad. But this was another level. He'd graduated from jock to god. Even with his scars, Rowan thought a human could not come closer to perfection than her big brother.
Jason brushed Rowan's hair out of her face and caressed her cheek. She reached up for his neck and pulled his face to hers. Lips locked together, Jason's hands roamed to her ass. He gave her a firm squeeze.
"Jason," Ro hummed into his mouth.
"Hmm?" he answered back distractedly, his lips on her neck.
"Bedroom."
She led him to her room by the hand, catching him staring at her ass on the way. They came together at the foot of the bed to taste each other's lips. They toppled over the edge of the bed in a tangle of limbs, Jason's weight crushing Ro. She gripped him close to her with her hands and legs, sucking his lip. He grabbed her by the love handles to toss her closer to the top of the bed. Rowan yelped from being manhandled. He climbed back on top of her, his appetite clear in his eyes. He kissed her violently as his cock pressed against her aching pussy. Rowan's hand reached for her brother's cock. He broke the kiss to let a rush of air escape. They gazed into each other's eyes. Rowan nodded. She guided him into her, gasping at the sensation as he pushed slowly past her entry. Rowan paused, reveling in the decadence of the moment. The siblings panted into each other's mouths. Jason pushed deeper into her, plunging into the depths until he bottomed out. Her pussy stretched tight around his cock, almost painfully. She moaned deeply. The feeling of fullness made her think she was finally complete, that she'd been deprived of this missing appendage all her life. Like she and Jason were created for each other—two halves of a whole. Two pieces of a puzzle.
He withdrew slowly and pushed back in. Rowan's fingernails dug into the flesh of Jason's back as they found their rhythm. He thrust in and out of her, provoking sounds she'd never made before. His hips sped up, pounding her roughly.
"Ah! Fuck!" she shouted.
Jason grunted a response.
"Let me on top," Ro ordered.
Jason flipped the both of them over in one swift, aggressive movement without leaving her pussy. Rowan sat upright on her brother's cock, steadying herself with her hands on his chest. He placed both hands on her tits, massaging and pulling her hard nipples. His hands crept down to her narrow waist, clenching her firmly as he drove into her from below.
"Oh, god," he groaned.
She rode him hard until her muscles began contracting. With Jason inside her, she felt finally fulfilled. She watched his handsome face as she approached her precipice, the connection between them pushing her over the edge. A tremor ran through her body. Her toes curled and her muscles went rigid. It felt like her skin was frozen and on fire at the same time—like she could sense every particle in the air. A thunderous wave ran through her. It was like nothing she'd ever felt. For the first time, Rowan realized this is what sex was supposed to feel like. Like love.
It was the longest lasting orgasm she'd ever had. Explosive. Fireworks. All the cliches she'd heard but had never experienced.
The veins in Jason's neck were straining. His grunts were getting louder.
"Do you want me to pull out?"
Rowan shook her head and continued riding him.
"Come inside me."
He gripped her by the hips securely, his strong fingers digging in almost painfully. He thrust himself up into her as he came. He grunted and growled as she took his semen into her pussy. She moaned sensually, watching his face contort.
Rowan collapsed on top of Jason and panted into his sweaty chest. He was breathing just as hard as she was. She interlaced her fingers into his. Her pussy pulsed around his cock.
"I love you," Jason said.
"I love you too."
Rowan stalled dismounting Jason. She didn't want his cock to leave her body. She wanted to lie like this forever, attached. She wanted to keep him where he belonged. But eventually, Rowan lowered herself from her brother to lie next to him, knowing it wouldn't be long before the two became interweaved again.
"Oh my god," she purred into the pillow. "I've never felt anything like that."
Jason reached a hand over to caress her back. Ro cuddled up next to him, pressing her lips to his neck.
"That was incredible," he murmured.
Rowan laughed with satisfaction. "Why did we never do that before?"
"Because we're brother and sister?" Jason reminded her.
"Yeah, that's probably it."
"Generally frowned upon."
"Illegal, I think."
"All the more exciting, though, right?"
"Yeah, I think that might be part of it. Could be."
"What would Mom say?"
Rowan snorted. "That we're fucking crazy."
"Are we?"
"Probably."
"We can never let her find out."
"We can't let anyone find out."
"I know."
"I don't want to think about that right now."
Jason kissed Ro on the forehead.
A sound chirped from his phone and he retrieved it from the nightstand.
"Speak of the devil. Oh, yeah," a smile spread across Jason's lips as he read the text, then looked into his baby sister's eyes. "Merry Christmas."
"Is it still Christmas?" Rowan laughed. "Merry Christmas."
They kissed each other sweetly.
"So was this my Christmas present?" she asked.
"I thought it was mine."
"I guess it's both of ours." She snuggled in even closer, trying to touch every part of her body to him.
"I love you, Ro."
Rowan smiled. "I love you too."
"I mean it, though," his voice softened as he stared into her eyes. "I'm completely in love with you."
Tears welled up in her eyes. "I'm in love with you too, Jason."
They embraced one another warmly.
"What the fuck are we going to do?" Rowan asked.
"I don't know. We'll figure something out."
=-=-=
Everything had settled as Jason fell asleep last night. Like the cloud of impending doom that had been hovering above just drifted off without ever reaching him. His sister had always brought sunny weather, he realized. He should've known all he needed was her. Her blinding light could chase away any storm.
By the time he woke up that morning, he knew what to do.
As much as he wanted to wake up with her, to see her sleepy eyes crawl open and peer into his with the same love that he had for her, he decided to surprise her with breakfast in bed. Pancakes with peanut butter M&Ms—her guilty pleasure since childhood. He even stepped out of the apartment to gather a quaint bundle of wildflowers. He wanted everything to be perfect when he presented her with his proposal. (Not that kind of proposal.)
Rowan was still sleeping like an angel when he brought her a plate of pancakes, a coffee, and the flowers on a tray. He snickered to himself as he thought she must've been completely worn out. In the soft morning light that shone through the window, she was the most beautiful thing he'd ever seen.
Gently, he kissed her forehead, then her lips to rouse her. Her eyes blinked open and she smiled sweetly at him.
"What's this?" she said, pulling herself up.
"Breakfast in bed."
"Oh my god. Are those peanut butter M&Ms? You're so fucking cute."
A succession of quick pecks were bestowed upon him. Rowan's expression turned sorrowful.
"I can't believe tomorrow's your last day with me."
Jason agreed. He couldn't imagine leaving her now that the truth was out in the open. Now that he knew she felt the same for him as he did her. Nothing had ever been more clear to him: they belonged together.
"Jason, I was thinking—"
"That's what I wanted—"
They spoke at the same time.
Jason laughed through his nose. "Sorry. You go first."
"I don't want to wait another year to see you again."
"No. That's not going to happen."
"I bet Japan is nice this time of year." She grinned.
"Not as nice as Texas."
Rowan's smile dropped. "I know this is weird. I don't know exactly where we stand. I want to be closer to you but if you think it'd be best to keep the distance—if you'd prefer me to stay here—"
"Of course I'd prefer you to stay here." He took her hand and kissed it.
"Okay."
"Your whole life is here. Your music. People come to watch you play."
Rowan smiled sadly and looked down at their hands. "That's not my life. Ever since you left, I've felt like something was missing. I don't care about this place. I care about you. You're my life. Let me come with you."
"To Japan?" Jason was dumbfounded.
"Yes. I can make music anywhere." She was crying. "I feel like we finally found each other. I don't want to lose you again."
He couldn't believe she was offering the same thing he was trying to.
Jason laughed. "Baby, you're not going to lose me. I'm not going anywhere. And you're not moving to Japan. We're going to live here. Right here in this tiny apartment. Together."
"You want to move back to Texas?"
"I thought you'd never ask."
"Jason, how will you manage that? You think they'll transfer you here?"
Jason shrugged. "I'll quit."
Ro scoffed. "You can't just quit the Marines. Can you?"
"Sure. It's not a prison."
"Do you want to?"
"You should know this by now, but I'd do anything for you."
"Oh, Jason, I don't want you to give up something you love for me."
"There's nothing I love more than you."
"We should live in Japan! I've always wanted to come visit you there."
"Honestly, Ro, I don't care where we live as long as we're together. But we should stay in Austin. I'm ready to leave the Marines. Not just because of you."
"What would you do?"
"I don't know. I could be a mechanic. Or a bartender. You could probably hook me up."
"What will we tell people? About us? Are we going to be brother and sister or a couple?"
"We should probably be a couple, don't you think? We'll be sharing a one bedroom apartment."
"Yeah, but I talk about you all the time. My friends might guess who you are."
"That's sweet." He smiled warmly.
"How many Jason-the-Marines can one girl know?"
"We will figure all that out."
"Mom will be so happy. But Jason, I really would be glad to move to Japan if you don't want to quit."
"I know. I guess we are both willing to uproot our lives to be together. I can't believe my luck."
Rowan chuckled.
"I'm so fucking glad you're in love with me. I can't wait to tell my therapist."
"You're going to tell your therapist about this? You think he'll have us arrested?"
"No, I think he'll have a heart attack."
"So what you're saying is he'll be the one getting arrested. Cardiac arrested?"
Jason snorted. He couldn't wait to laugh at her dumb jokes for as long as she would let him. He leaned over the tray of pancakes to kiss her. It was such a simple thing, but it gave him so much happiness to do what he'd longed to for well over a year now. He remarked at how quickly his life had changed for the better. He didn't know what the future held as far as a career went, but he knew as long as he had her, he could do anything. He had the world.
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